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BINNIE'S 


LIMITED 


Fancy  Dry  Goods  and  Chil- 
dren's Wear. 
The  Place  to  Shop 

For: 
Sports  Stockings 

Good  Gloves 

Pullover  Sweaters 

Ribbons  and  Novelties 

20  ST.  CLAIR  AVE.  W. 


You  are  invited  to  make 


STEELE 

New  Store 

On  St.  Clair  Ave. 

Your  Community  Store 

We  carry  a  good  representa- 
tion of  your  every-day  needs 
at  the  lowest  possible  prices. 


Steel's  Cons.  Ltd. 


960  St.  Clair 


Everything  is  new  and  different  in 

NORTHWAY'S 
COLLEGIATE  SHOP 

An  entire  floor  devoted  to  the   fashion   require- 
ments of  the  modern  Miss  of  Collegiate  Age. 

Coats — Dresses — Evening    and    Dance   Frocks — 
Lingerie — Sweaters — Hats  and  Accessories. 


Prices  to  meet  every  dress  allowance. 


240  Yonge  St. 
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SKATES -SKIS-TOBOGGANS 
SNOWSHOES 


C.C.M.  "OLYMPIA"  EXTRA 

HOCKEY  TUBES,  $5 
Made  of  finest  steel,  reinforced 
cups,  electrically  welded  through- 
out. Rockered  blades  and  finely 
tempered.  Aluminum  finish.  To 
fit  shoes  sizes  5  to  10.     $5.00. 

DUNN'S  "VICTOR"  SPEEDER 
TUBES,  $4.50 

Made  of  high  grade  steel,  elec- 
trically welded,  oil  tempered  blades, 
reinforced  cups,  nickel  finish.  13, 
14  and  15  inch  blades.  To  fit  shoes 
sizes  2  to  10.       $4.50. 

C.C.M.  "CYCO"  TUBE,  $3.50 

An  ideal  skate  for  girls  or  boys, 
for  pleasure  skating.  Strong  and 
well  made.  Nickel  finish.  To  fit 
shoes  sizes  2  to  10.     $3.50. 


HOCKEY  SWEATERS  AND 

STOCKINGS 

SCHOOL   COLORS 

Sweaters,  2  ply  wool,  medium 
weight  $2.50 

Stockings,  $1.25  and  $1.75  pair. 
HOCKEY  GLOVES 

Made  of  heavy  tan  leather,  well 
padded,  horsehide  palms.  $5,  $6.50 
and  $7.50  pair. 


9  ft 


ill     selected    ash.    natur 
Flat   top  style. 

6.6  ft.  length  $"'.00 

7    It.    length    $6.00 

7.6  It.  length  $6.95 

SKI     POLES 
llamboo    with    flexible    rings — $2.00    and    $3.00 
SKI    HARNESS 
"Hag-en"    style.      Complete    with    irons,   pair 


..$!.' 


SPORTING   GOODS   DEPARTMENT 


SHIN   PADS 

Heavy  felt,  with  cane  supports 
and  felt  knee  caps — $1.50  and  $1.75 
pair. 

KNEE  PADS 

Elastic  with  welt  felt  strips, 
pair  $1.98. 

Leather  covered  curled  hair,  roll- 
ed style,  pair  $2.75. 

HOCKEY    STICKS 

Finest  Drained  ash.  Good 
weights.  Well  balanced.  75c  to 
$2.25. 

HOCKEY  PANTS 

Heavy  canvas,  felt  padded,  cane 
supports.  White,  $2.50;  khaki 
$2.75. 

TOBOGGANS 

Strongly   built   and   ref inforced.      .Made   of  selected    birch. 

with   raised   wooden   runners  \t'\n 

with    raised   wooden   runers  *'  "" 

with  steel   runners $10.50 

with   steel  runners  $13.50 

SKIS 

ral    or    mahogany    stained    finish. 


SNOWSHOES 

•  Best   quality   ash   frames — rawhide   strung. 

Ladies'  size,  11%  x  35  inches $2.65 

Boys'  and  Men's  size,  12  x  42  inches $3.25 
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EARLE  &  McCALLUM,  Proprietors 


THE   KING  HARDWARE 

Household    Hardware   and   Electrical   Supplies.     Hockey    Sticks   and   Skates, 
Sleighs,  Toys,  Wagons,  Toboggans. 


Knives,  Scissors  and  Skates  Sharpened  while  you  wait.       General  Repairing. 


H 

s 


3  BARBERS  3 

and 
TOBACCONIST 


E.  T.  ROWE 


1225  St.  Clair  Ave.  W. 


First  Class  Barbers  and 
Lady  Marceller 


Tobacco 

—at— 


R.  HARRIS' 

79S  St.  Clair  Ave.  W. 


ROYAL  $  VALET 


$1 


We  French  Clean  and  Press  any  Suit,  Over- 
coat, Ladies'  Suit,  Long  Coat,  Dress  or  Gown. 
A  Small  Extra  Charge  for  Pleating,  Dyeing, 
Alterations,  and  Repairs. 

CALLED  FOR  AND  DELIVERED 

ALL  OVER  TORONTO 

TRY  OUR  ODOURLESS  METHOD 


1 


PHONE  HILL.  7100 


701  St.  Clair  Ave.  W. 


Flowers  for  all  Occasions 

WALSH,  Florist 

649  ST.  CLAIR  WEST  (Near  Wychwood) 

Prompt  Deliveries  to  All  Parts  of  City 
I     PHONE  HILL.  5241  Established  1920 
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EDITORIALS" 


Z\)t  Summer  of  1928 

Tlie  apostles  of  the  Gospel  of  Gloom  guessed  wrong  again!  The 
summer  of  1928  proved  more  noteworthy  for  what  did  not  happen  than 
for  what  did. 

Astronomers  had  us  sharpening  up  our  skates  in  preparation  for  a 
return  of  the  ice  age.  An  Owen  Sound  weather-prophet  had  us  buying 
tickets  for  Florida,  while  a  Beaverton  soothsayer  had  us  enquiring  about 
the  shortest  road  to  Hudson's  Bay.    And  all  to  what  purpose  ? 

A  French  scientist  gave  us  a  revolting  picture  of  the  next  war,  and 
Brit'sh  Israelism  came  along  with  the  information  that  this  was  billed 
for  May  29.  By  pyramidal  measurements  they  prognosticated  famine 
and  pestilence,  wars  and  rumors  of  wars,  and  had  people  making  good 
resolutions  and  their  wills.    But  was  there  any  war  ? 

The  Gloomy  Dean  says  the  youth  of  today  is  irresponsible,  immoral, 
irreligious,  irreverent;  that  the  church  has  become  a  gymnasium,  a  con- 
cert hall,  a  fashion  show.  This  was  said  of  the  people  who  now  guide  the 
destiny  of  the  woHd  and  no  generation  has  accomplished  more.  But  since 
time  immemorial  has  not  the  world  been  progressing  toward  those  cele- 
brated canines? 

Another  prophet  whose  predictions  are  rather  open  to  quesetion  is 
the  shabbily-attired  gent  who,  due  to  his  unsparing  efforts  on  behalf  of 
the  down-trodden  masses,  could,  evidently,  never  find  time  to  enter  a 
tonsorial  parlour.  He  stopped  me  on  Dundas  Street  one  day  and  with  a 
fixed  and  glassy  look  in  his  eye,  apprised  me  of  the  breath-taking  fact 
that  I  was  being  trodden  under  the  heel  of  the  capitalist,  that  the  poor 
worker  was  being  robbed,  and  ended  his  harangue  by  asking  for  a  dona- 
tion to  help  "the  cause."  I  told  him  to  get  over  on  his  own  side  of  the 
street ;  I  was  working  this  side. 

Disgruntled  politicians  vociferously  assert  that  business  is  bad,  that 
the  government  is  handing  our  birth-right  to  Uncle  Sam,  that  Canada  is 
becoming  an  alien  country,  that  we  are  getting  into  debt.  Soap-box 
orators  chime  in  with  their  tirade  against  existing  conditions  and  in- 
stitutions and  call  us  spineless  jelly-fish  in  that  we  do  not  rebel  against 
"tyranny." 

What  actuates  this  inordinate  pessimism?  Is  it  that  these  gloom 
dispensers  are  endeavouring  to  inform  the  world  of  impending  disaster 
that  it  might  mend  its  ways? 

Emphatically  no!  They  are  actuated  by  selfishness.  Dean  Inge  and 
Sir  Oliver  Lodge  are  the  world's  best  known  cleric  and  scientist.    Their 
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pessimistic  utterances  earn  them  front-page  prominence  which  is  not 
given  to  the  man  who  asserts  that  the  world  is  not  going  to  the  dogs  and 
that  there  is  a  life  after  death. 

Politicians  influence  electors  with  their  sob  stories.  A  political  party, 
on  becoming  the  "Opposition,"  automatically  becomes  a  pessimistic 
party.  At  present  the  country  is  being  ruined  by  a  low  tariff  and  soon? 
it  will  be  because  of  a  high  tariff. 

The  summer  of  1928  should  be  remembered  for  an  abundance  of 
peace  and  prosperity  and  especially  as  it  "showed  up"  those  ever-present 
apostles  of  the  Gospel  of  Gloom. 


lifter  Efjougfjts  anb  Ha$t  Jflmute  J2etos 

The  little  breezes  tell  us  the  cafeteria  is  under  new  management. 
They  also  say  that  bacon  and  cabbages  have  been  substituted  for  onions. 
We  still  see  the  soup,  however.  Have  you  noticed  the  shining  new  cash 
register  we  have? 

Fourth  Formers  say  the  First  and  Fifth  Formers  are  somewhat 
similar.  They  are  both  blissfully  ignorant,  and  both  have  the  look  of 
self-importance  on  their  faces. 

Now  is  the  time  to  compose  your  spring  songs.  While  you  are  at  it, 
scatter  a  few  "Oakwoods"  through  it  and  enter  it  in  the  song  contest. 
Who  knows,  you  might  win  and  get  high  honour  as  a  poet.  Start  letting 
your  hair  grow  immediately,  boy  poets. 

The  school  is,  I  fear,  slipping  back  into  the  Elizabethan  era.  A  ter- 
rible epidemic  of  puns  has  broken  out.  However,  our  hope  of  salvation  is 
that  to  every  pun-cracker,  or  punster,  there  arises  what  moderns  term 
an  anti-pun  complex.  Everybody  likes  experiments.  Here  is  one  for  you. 
Go  up  to  your  victim  and  pun  the  worst  pun  you  can  think  of,  and  watch 
him.  Observations  follow  immediately.  He  will  turn  blue  around  the 
gills,  make  a  diabolical  face,  jump  up  in  the  air,  kick  his  heels,  and  tear 
his  hair,  and  end  by  grabbing  you  around  the  neck.  The  next  person  to 
propound  a  pun  will  be  punished. 

On  Wednesday  morning,  November  28,  the  noted  English  actor,  Mr. 
Irvin,  gave  the  thirds,  fourths,  and  fifths  a  most  interesting  talk  on 
Henry  V  and  Julius  Caesar.  I  noticed  that  a  few  Lower  School  classes 
came  in  to  stay.    It  was  a  good  way  to  pass  a  period  and  a  half. 

There  are  two  things  we  would  like  Mr.  Dunkley  to  explain  to  us. 
One  is,  how  to  translate  into  Latin  the  phrase  "In  the  consulship  of 
Caesar,  something  happened."  The  other  is  the  impersonal  passive  peri- 
phrastic, "It  had  to  be  resisted  bravely  by  our  men." 

On  Friday,  November  30,  we  are  to  have  a  theatre-party.  The  only 
difficulty  is  that  more  people  are  selling  tickets  than  are  buying  them. 
Four  out  of  five  now  sell  tickets ;  the  fifth  is  supposed  to  buy  them,  and 
wont.  As  one  goes  down  the  hall,  suddenly  four  or  five  people  rush  at 
you,  waving  pink  and  blue  tickets  madly.  Then,  they  argue  among  them- 
selves as  to  who  saw  you  first,  while  you  slink  away  unnoticed,  and  later 
pull  out  your  own  tickets  and  descend  upon  a  fell  student.  Another  dif- 
ficulty is  that  more  tickets  have  been  printed  than  the  theatre  will  hold. 
It  is  a  waste  of  pretty  colours. 
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For  some,  life  is  a  mere  breaking  of  bread  to  eat,  and  a  toiling  to 
earn  the  bread.  Most  people  spend  so  much  time  procuring  the  means  to 
live,  or,  like  unfortunate  students,  learning  to  live,  that  they  die  with- 
out having  lived  at  all.  Those  who  think  about  such  things  are  compelled 
to  cry:  "What  is  this  life  if  full  of  care;  we  have  no  time  to  stand  and 
stare?"  For  some  the  world  in  which  they  move  is  but  a  row  of  houses, 
a  passing  of  street  cars ;  to  them  the  music  of  the  spheres  is  mute.  But 
there  are  those  who  live  with  rapture.  For  them,  there  is  a  glamour  over 
all  things.  They  are  never  bored.  They  do  not  need  to  read  a  newspaper 
at  breakfast.  They  do  not  need  to  fiddle  with  their  watches  for  occupat- 
ion while  waiting  for  a  street  car.  There  is  a  secret  which  these  people 
cherish,  that  puts  a  subtle  difference  into  life  for  them.  It  is  the  power 
of  associating  one  thing  with  another.  When  they  see  a  street  in  the 
rain,  with  the  streaming  light  of  lamps  like  wavering  plumes,  they  do 
not  register  merely  the  sensation  of  wet  feet.  They  remember  perhaps 
another  night  in  the  rain  when  they  were  happy,  or  of  Dickens  tramping 
through  London  in  the  rain,  or  they  think  of  those  lamps  like  plumes. 

There  are  some  to  whom  the  smell  of  lilac  recalls  vague  remem- 
brance of  a  tree  that  used  to  grow  in  grandmother's  garden,  grand- 
mother's dark,  cool  drawing-room  and  a  table  with  a  bowl  of  lilacs,  sweet, 
drooping,  and  little  white  tidies  on  the  chairs.  And  there  are  some  to 
whom  this  constant  inter-association  of  things  they  see,  of  music,  is  al- 
most painfully  sweet.  Their  minds  are  alert,  not  from  the  standpoint  of 
a  mathematician  or  business  man,  but  from  a  poet's  standpoint.  They 
have  a  sensibility  such  as  Keats  had.  Images  leap  into  their  minds.  This 
is  like  that.  That  is  beautiful.  There  is  colour,  beauty,  a  rapture  in  their 
heads,  buzzing,  clamouring,  exultant.  And  there  are  some  whose  faculty 
of  associating  the  beautiful  is  so  abundant  and  imperative  that  they 
dream  over  their  vision  and  write  it  out  for  others.  This  faculty,  this 
magic,  is  not  an  unusual  one,  though  there  are  few  who  express  it  in 
writing.  Our  senses  are  manifold  and  acute.  Why  do  we  not  make  our 
minds  an  urn  to  hold  the  beautiful  ?  Why  do  we  not  let  the  colour,  the 
sounds,  the  fascination  of  people  flood  into  our  minds  and  make  them 
glad?  Why  do  we  keep  our  minds  aloof,  cold  and  grey,  like  empty  rooms, 
when  there  is  so  much  to  fill  them?  Should  we  not  be  amazed  at  the 
abundance  in  the  world,  the  extravagance  of  loveliness?  And  there  are 
those  who  claim  the  world  is  drab,  that  they  are  bored,  that  although 
they  are  happy  at  moments,  the  procession  of  the  days  bores  them.  Let 
us  tell  them,  the  ones  who  are  lonely,  the  wealth  that  is  there  which  they 
do  not  see.  There  is  gold  at  the  end  of  the  rainbow.  The  reason  some 
never  find  it  is  because  they  do  not  see  the  glory  of  the  rainbow,  but  only 
the  grey,  softly-dropping  rain.    But,  there  is  gold!    There  is  gold! 


Why  do  we  go  to  the  rugby  games? 

No  doubt,  very  few  students,  even  among  the  sober,  deep-thinking 
fifth-formers,  have  ever  figured  out  why  they  go  over  to  "Crang's"  every 
Friday  afternoon  during  the  rugby  season  and  shout  themselves  hoarse 
in  a  frantic  endeavour  to  make  their  team  "Hold  that  line!" 

But  the  writer,  having  been  requested  to  kindly  compose  a  short 
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editorial,  after  divers  vain  attempts  to  write  something  interesting  and 
brief,  decided  that  he  would  apply  his  mighty  intellect  to  this  weighty 
problem.  However,  having  gone  so  deeply  into  the  subject  that  he  was 
practically  immersed  in  it,  he  (in  the  ecstacy  of  day-dreaming  about  the 
closing  minutes  of  the  junior  final)  almost  forgot  to  write  the  required 
article. 

Nevertheless  a  few  conclusions,  which  may  throw  a  little  light  on 
the  subject  for  the  benefit  of  our  first-formers,  were  arrived  at  after 
much  studious  scratching  of  the  head,  and  other  expressions  of  deep 
thought.  It  was  decided  that  the  root  of  all  interest  in  the  game  is  the 
prehistoric  tactics  used  by  the  players.  In  the  eyes  of  the  fair  sex,  such 
exhibitions  of  the  real  manly  qualities  in  a  fellow  excite  much  admiration, 
for  girls  do  love  to  find  that  their  "sheik"  can  be  a  man  like  her  father 
after  all.  To  her,  it  proves  the  case  for  the  modern  boy,  who,  in  the  eyes 
of  her  fond  parents,  is  a  thing  to  be  despised.  She  delights  in  triumph- 
antly pointing  out  to  her  parents  her  boy  friend's  name  among  the 
columns  of  the  daily  newspaper,  because  of  his  "spectacular  tackling"  or 
"brilliant  broken-field  running."  How  the  girls  love  to  see  the  players 
straining  every  muscle  and  giving  all  they  have  for  the  honour  of  their 
school !  They  deem  him  who  has  to  be  carried  from  the  field  a  hero  to 
be  equalled  only  by  him  who  runs  seventy-five  yards  to  score  the  winning 
touchdown. 

So  much  for  the  weaker  sex !  To  sum  it  all  up,  one  might  say  that 
girls  enjoy  rugby  because  it  brings  out  the  true  "he  man"  spirit  in  a  boy. 

As  for  the  male  section  of  the  student-body,  it  suffices  to  say  that  it 
goes  where  the  other  section  leads  it! 


Hausb ! 

Smirk,  chortle,  giggle,  gurgle,  grin,  roar,  chuckle,  snort,  snicker!  do 
it  any  old  way  as  long  as  you  laugh.  It's  just  as  easy  to  laugh  as  to  cry, 
and  far  more  fun. 

The  thing  that  lifts  school  from  a  dreadful  bore  to  a  pulsating 
centre  of  interest  is  the  fun  we  have.  Mr.  Robb  lifts  us  out  of  the  depths 
with  a  joke.  Mr.  Brown  re-enacts  some  touching  scene  between  a  boy 
and  his  sweety.  Mr.  Dunkley  tells  anecdotes,  and  Mr.  Hanna's  lectures 
sparkle  with  brilliant  metaphors  and  quotations.  Only  we  pupils  know 
how  much  a  laugh  can  brighten  up  a  period. 

When  the  class  "funny  man"  approaches,  we  forget  about  detentions 
and  grin.    Here's  to  the  "funny  man." 


Eo  0uv  Jf  orm  Ctritors    > 

Another  editor  has  been  dragged  from  the  depths  of  despair.  No 
longer  does  he  dream  dread  dreams,  gone  are  the  days  when  he  refused 
food,  tore  his  hair  and  growled  at  those  pests  who  kept  asking  how  the 
Oracle  was  coming  along.  To  you,  dear  Form  Editors,  do  we  owe  this 
amazing  transformation. 

The  last  day  on  which  material  was  to  be  accepted  was  past,  and 
what  had  we?  By  actual  count,  four  articles:  an  editorial  by  the  editor, 
a  story  by  the  editor-in-chief,  and  two  jokes.  But  some  days  later  you 
rose  to  the  occasion  by  swamping  him  under  a  deluge  of  stories,  jokes, 
cartoons,  poetry  and  near-poetry.  But,  dear  Form  Editors,  will  you  kind- 
ly tell  us  this :  why  did  you  wait  so  long  ? 
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Z\)t  economic  Conbition  of  tfje  Goblet  Republic 

"Stop!  Look!  Listen!"  There,  did  that  catch  your  eye,  and  make 
you  read  this?  Well,  now  that  you  have  started  this  dry  article  you  may 
as  well  finish  it,  eh  ? 

What  do  you  know  about  the  economic  conditions  of  the  Soviet  Re- 
public? Very  little,  you  confess  in  an  ashamed  voice.  But  then,  who 
does?     Who  cares? 

It  seems  that  the  Soviet  Republic  is  a  piece  of  former  Russia,  grows 
wheat,  and  has  a  periodical  named  in  its  honour.  For  the  exact  number 
of  milligrams  of  wheat  sold  in  1927,  and  the  number  of  roubles  received, 
I  refer  you  to  the  above  mentioned  magazine.  I  know  no  more  abou;  it, 
and  have  no  desire  to.    That  is  enough. 

Remember  how  dry  you  thought  this  piece  of  poetry  would  be?  It 
is  my  aim  in  writing  this  and  passing  it  on  to  you  to  allay  a  little  of  your 
fear  of  editorials.    Try  some  others;  I  am  sure  they  will  interest  vou. 


€Luf  Smporte? 

Will  someone  kindly  tell  me, 

Will  someone  tell  me  why, 

I  study  physiography 

And  eke  geometry? 

And  play  at  Latin  and  at  French 

And  work  at  chemistry, 

And  puzzle  over  Algebra, 

When  you  can  plainly  see, 

I'll  never  need  the  blessed  things 

When  I'm  a  big  lady? 

For  I  shall  marry — I  won't  tell, 

And  keep  his  house,  you  see. 

Then  when  I'm  making  biscuits  fine 

A  weather  graph's  not  needed. 

Geometry  won't  useful  be 

When  raisins  must  be  seeded. 

When  dishes  line  the  kitchen  sink 

At  break  of  morning  day, 

What  Caesar  did,  or  said,  or  thought, 

Say,  will  it  matter  ?    Nay ! 

And  when  the  first  comes  round  each  month 

And  the  butcher  comes  in  view, 

Say,  will  it  help  me  very  much 

If  I  can  parlez-vous? 

But  when  there's  cabbage  on  the  stove, 

And  maybe  boiling  o'er, 

Will  it  remind  me  of  my  school, 

And  II2S04? 

I  won't  keep  lots  of  cash  on  hand; 

I'll  always  pay  with  cheques — 

I  hope  my  husband's  salary 

Will  always  equal  X. 

A.  S.,  IIIA 
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It  is  perhaps  a  natural  instinct  when  one  sees  a  new  or  novel  mech- 
anism to  inquire  into  the  method  of  manufacture.  So  with  the  spirit  of 
the  small  boy  who  tears  apart  a  dollar  watch  to  see  what  makes  it  go, 
may  I  give  you  some  insight  into  the  process  by  which  this  graduating 
class  was  evolved? 

It  appears  to  be  a  rule  of  this  world  that  first-formers  should  be  as 
necessary  and  as  unimportant  as  college  freshmen.  Seniors  in  any  in- 
stitution are  not  long  in  making  one  realize  his  insignificance,  and  we 
have  all  experienced  that  superior  tone  and  lofty  manner  which  marks 
those  above  us.  Everyone  has  seen  and  heard  those  chronic  grouches 
who  tell  us  regularly  that  we  enjoy  advantages  of  which  they  were 
ignorant.  Such  is  our  attitude  toward  you,  and  it  is  supported  with 
truth,  for  in  1923  eight  first- forms  were  housed  in  portables;  but  it  is 
my  private  belief  that  the  students  were  not  merely  as  inconvenienced 
by  those  much-berated  buildings  as  the  poor  teachers,  who,  in  the  winter 
months,  lost  not  time  between  school  and  outdoor  classroom.  But  our 
first  year,  one  of  newly-discovered  wonders,  slipped  by,  and  the  following 
September  found  the  class  of  '28  engaged  in  looking  over  the  new  green- 
horns, while  bitterly  remarking  that  Oakwood  was  going  down  hill.  And 
after  six  Septembers  in  close  contact  with  the  school,  it  is  my  experience 
that  these  same  words  have  been  used  just  six  times  in  that  period,  in- 
cluding when  they  were  applied  to  us. 

Second  form  appeared  much  like  our  first,  only  more  so;  and  it  is 
during  this  period  that  the  class  begins  to  look  with  the  pride  upon  its 
doings.  The  Junior  Literary  Society  flourished  as  never  before,  and  led 
as  usual  by  2A,  sponsored  many  well-remembered  programmes.  To 
relieve  the  monotony,  the  staff  prepared  little  surprises  every  day  or  so, 
and  we  later  discovered  that  they  played  "for  keeps,"  as  far  as  examina- 
tions were  concerned.  At  the  end  of  this  year  the  new  Bloor  Collegiate 
claimed  many  of  the  students,  but  the  better  remaining,  the  gain  was 
wholly  ours. 

It  seems  to  me  that  Third  Form  furnished  our  best  taste  of  high 
school  life.  We  had  lost  our  first  respect  for  the  institution,  and  were 
still  young  enough  not  to  have  gained  a  second  and  more  permanent  one. 
Then,  too,  matriculation  meant  nothing  in  our  young  lives — until  June. 
And  so  the  class  swept  on  to  Fourth  minus  some  who  did  not  realize  in 
time.  With  a  year's  hard  study  before  us,  we  partially  realized  our  re- 
sponsibility, and  teachers  were  viewed  in  a  different  light  from  before, 
even  when  they  told  us:  "Sign  it  twice,"  or  "Hire  a  hall!"  That  we 
hurdled  the  matricu'ation  barrier  after  the  idling  at  which  we  were 
specialists  is  only  to  their  credit. 

We  proceeded  to  the  exalted  heights,  and,  serious  at  last,  saw  uni- 
versity just  ahead  (Sometimes,  I  fear,  we  saw  the  wrong  university!). 
Often  it  seemed  as  if  it  were  always  "just  ahead,"  but  unattainable. 
Algebra,  Geometry  and — once  in  a  while — Latin,  were  studied  almost 
eagerly ;  a  frenzied  month  in  a  vain  effort  to  regain  a  year  lost,  and  once 
more  we  faced  those  papers  which  were  to  decide  our  fate.  Then  for 
that  fortunate  majority,  graduation.  Thus  was  our  five  years  spent,  and 
in  your  minds  I  see  that  almost  natural  question:  "What  of  it?"  For 
every  class  of  necessity  passes  through  collegiate  pretty  much  as  we  have, 
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but  their  achievements  out  of  the  ordinary  are  their  remembered  points, 
and  in  this  particular  our  year  has  been  rather  remarkably  fortunate 
In  other  words,  what  has  happened  during  our  term  at  collegiate? 

Academically,  our  five  years  have  produced  no  less  than  thirteen 
winners  of  scholarships,  beginning  in  1924  with  Roger  Monkman  with 
his  unequalled  record  of  twenty-four  first-class  honours,  and  continuing 
without  a  break  through  these  years.  But  our  scholastic  record  did  not 
outdistance  the  other  activities.  Both  Senior  and  Junior  Literary  So- 
cieties have  kept  up  tradition.  The  play  "Twelfth  Night,"  put  on  when 
we  were  lowly  second  formers,  was  perhaps  the  finest  ever  produced  by 
a  collegiate.  Moreover,  a  student  from  Oakwood  a  year  later  represented 
all  Canada  in  the  great  oratorical  contest  in  Washington. 

The  Oracle  has  produced  its  greatest  numbers  since  its  inception, 
notably  those  edited  by  Leonard  Ryan  in  1924,  now  editor  of  The  Varsity, 
Florence  Matthews  in  '27  and  Isobel  Jordan  in  '28.  In  my  opinion  those 
three  would  rank  with  any  colleigate  magazine  in  the  Dominion,  and  a 
glance  through  them  tells  you  that  this  school  has  been  alive.  More- 
over, the  activities  of  the  Girls'  Club  have  flourished  under  such  splendid 
leaders  as  Helen  Millichamp. 

And  now  we  come  to  the  honours  we  hold  highest.  In  the  realm  of 
sport  Oakwood  stands  supreme.  In  five  years  we  have  won  four  senior 
rugby  championships,  a  record  equalled  only  by  Oakwood  herself  in  pre- 
vious years.  May  I  pause  to  recall  to  your  minds  names  famous  in  the 
annals  of  collegiate  rugby :  Billings,  Greig,  the  Abbey  brothers,  Gilmore, 
Lewis,  Greig,  to  pick  a  pair  from  each  year ;  and  countless  others  whose 
names  never  appeared  on  the  sporting  page,  but  who  made  possible  that 
co-ordination  which  wins  games.  We  succumbed  only  to  that  leap-year 
hoodoo  which  has  caught  the  school  once  more.  And  other  sports  as 
well.  Soccer?  Two  Senior  Championships,  three  times  Junior  runner- 
up.  Hockey?  One  Senior,  two  Junior  Championships,  once  runner-up. 
Basketball  ?  Twice  Senior  runner-up.  Cadets  ?  The  Ellis  cup  has  never 
left  Oakwood  since  it  was  first  thrown  open  to  competition. 

Does  that  answer  the  question,  "What  of  it?" 

You  know  they  used  to  ask:  "Where  is  our  school  spirit?"  I  re- 
member three  years  ago  at  Rosedale  field,  when  Marbel  "Buck"  Billings, 
the  finest  Oakwood  half-back  playing  rugby  to-day,  ran  30  yards  into  the 
midst  of  a  Humberside  scramble,  to  leap  high  in  the  air  and  snatch  a 
short  kick.  His  team-mates  saw  him  carried  off  unconscious,  and  they 
swept  down  the  field  to  a  wonderful  victory.  I  have  seen  many  more 
sensational  plays  on  Oakwood  gridirons,  but  somehow  that  outburst  of 
team  and  school  enthusiasm  lingers  in  my  memory. 

They  may  still  ask  you:  "Where  is  your  school  spirit?"  I  sat  in 
Varsity  Stadium  and  saw  the  greatest  junior  team  Oakwood  has  ever 
produced  fight  through  to  a  glorious  victory.  I  should  know  where  your 
school  spirit  is — it  walked  all  over  me! 

Now  our  days  at  Oakwood  are  finished,  and  it  is  our  fond  hope  that 
while  thus  contributing  we  have  added  something  of  use.  Our  parents, 
by  whose  splendid  efforts  our  years  at  Oakwood  have  been  made  possible, 
and  to  whom  we  are  deeply  grateful,  expect  this  of  us.  For  after  all,  the 
students  themselves  make  or  break  an  institution  of  this  kind.  The 
teachers  mold  it,  learning  molds  it,  but  the  students  are  the  school.  We, 
and  you  with  us,  have  built  ourselves  into  and  have  become  the  Spirit  of 
Oakwood.  So  we  commend  to  you  our  school — we  hope  you'll  be  orood  to 
it! 
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This  year  the  work  of  keeping 
Oakwood  on  the  map  of  scholastic 
prowess  deveolved  upon  two  bril- 
liant girls.  And  they  did  it  with  a 
vengeance.  Mona  Lyons  won  the 
Second  Edward  Blake  Scholarship 
in  Science,  and  ranked  for  the 
Third  Edward  Blake  Scholarship 
in  Science  Proficiency,  and  for  the 
Gibson  Scholarship.  Elsie  Kaplan 
won  the  Gibson  Scholarship. 

Mona  came  to  us  two  years  ago 
from  Winnipeg  but  she  credits  her 
success  to  the  Oakwood  Staff. 
They,  on  the  other  hand,  return 
the  bouquet  to  her  by  stating  that 


Mona    Lyon? 


Elsie    Kaplan 

it  was  a  privilege  to  teach  such  a 
willing  worker. 

Elsie  has  been  with  us  from  the 
first  and  has  excelled  in  all  the 
School's  activities.  She  specialized 
in  basketball. Can  you  imagine  any- 
one taking  sixteen  subjects  and 
then  having  enough  time  to  come 
around  to  4  A  and  help  us  with 
our  German.  Elsie  will  long  be  re- 
membered for  her  Latin  and  Ger- 
man translations  which  will  be 
surreptitiously  used  until  the 
course  is  changed. 

Oakwood  wishes  you  success  in 
your  careers. 
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Once  more  Oakwood  has  favour- 
ed Society  with  a  bouquet  of  her 
illustrious  graduates.  Kathleen 
Bredin,  who  has  always  taken  a 
leading  part  in  girls'  activities  to- 
gether with  Jean  Hughes  and 
Marg.  MacKenzie  are  at  Havergal. 
Marion  Brillinger,  Constance  Es- 
daile,  Lily  Gray,  Jean  Miller,  Ruth 
Pook  are  learning  to  be  "school 
raarms"  at  Normal. 

Lorraine  Christilan  and  Muriel 
McKinnon  are  in  Household  Econ- 
omics. Caroline  Clarke,  lona 
Moody,  Frances  Begg,  Esm? 
Haughton  and  Betty  Green  are  in 
Pass  Arts. 

U.  C.  has  been  fortunate  in  hav- 
ing added  to  its  role  the  names  of 
Grace  Cowan,  "the  diminutive 
dynamo,"  and  Peggy  Lipsett,  the 
musical  Miss.  They  are  taking- 
English  and  History.  Betty  Doran, 
Marjory  Phillips  are  training  for 
a  business  career  at  Commerce 
and  Finance.  Frances  Goodman, 
Jessie  Forbes,  Muriel  Knowles, 
Grace  Lander  and  Grace  Levy  are 
in  Occupational  Therapy,  what- 
ever that  is. 

Elsie  Kaplan  is  in  Honour  Psy- 
chology. She  would!  Marion  Law- 
son,  Winifred  Maynard,  Antionette 
Lalonde,  and  Marion  Hopkinson 
are  taking  an  extension  course  in 


dish-washing  at  Household  Science. 

Mona  Lyons  is  making  good  use 
of  her  Scholarship.  Of  course,  she 
is  taking  maths.  Muriel  Murphy 
is  at  Alma  College.  Marion  Barker 
and  Bernice  Arnold  are  at  home. 
Marion  VanVetzer  is  taking  up 
music. 

Due  to  a  love  of  languages  in- 
stilled by  the  sympathetic  instruc- 
tion of  Miss  Quail,  Margaret  Min- 
gay  is  taking  a  course  in  moderns. 
Peggy  Qua  is  working  at  Canada 
Life.  A  very  good  policy.  Peggy 
would  have  been  a  very  useful 
member  of  the  Fifth  Form.  Marg- 
aret Thorpe  is  working  with  the- 
Bell  Telephone.  Margaret  John- 
ston is  at  the  head  office  of 
T.T.C.  Gertrude  Nesbitt  is  going 
to  be  a  librarian. 

Many  of  our  graduates  are  at 
Business  Coll.  Jean  Mitchell,  Mar- 
garet Alison,  Marjorie  Bryers, 
Kathleen  Dolan,  Marjory  Elliott, 
Eleanor  Owens,  Agnes  MacDonald 
and  Lorna  Ralph  are  at  Shaw's. 
Kathleen  Boyd,  Mary  MacGregor, 
Isobel  Shankland,  are  at  Grieg's 
and  Louise  Hayward  is  at 
Dominion. 

We  have  kept  the  best  news  for 
the  last.  Popular  Josephine  Young 
is  married  and  is  now  Mrs.  "Bus" 
Lewis.  Congratulations. 


Pagi  Fourteen 


THE  OAKWOOD  ORACLE 


&lutnni 


The  Commerce  and  Finance  de- 
partment of  University  College  has 
claimed  some  of  our  finest  men. 
Ralph  Shortt,  prominent  basket- 
ball player,  Don  Hutchison,  the 
cheer-leading  parson,  Frank  Som- 
ers,  Jack  Van  Duzer,  Gordon 
Davison,  Fred  Peart,  Frank  Stan- 
ley, Denton  Stuart,  Harry  Tidman 
are  the  reasons  why  we  congratu- 
late U.  C. 

Art  Snider,  the  phenomenal 
tackier  of  the  "Orphans"  and  cap- 
tain of  last  years'  Junior  Rugby 
team,  Robert  Thompson,  a  member 
of  the  Varsity  Juniors,  Gerald 
Richardson,  Bert  Blackhall,  David 
Palter  are  in  first  year  pass  at 
U.  C. 

Eugene  Starnman  and  Don 
Buchanan  are  in  Political  Econ- 
omy at  U.C.  John  D.  Arnup,  our 
Valedictorian  is,  of  course,  in  a 
class  by  himself.  He  is  taking  Eng- 
lish and  History  at  U.C.  Allan 
Bailey,  Ben  Meen  are  at  U.  C. 
taking  Honour  Science,  Ralph 
Bregman  is  attending  Dental 
College. 

David  Davies,  Harold  Fine, 
Joseph  Robb  are  our  future  Doc- 
tors. William  Hunt  is  taking  pass 
maths,  at  Trinity  College.  Melville 
Ransberry  is  at  Normal.  Sid  Lip- 
chitz  is  taking  Bio-Chemistry  and 
meds.  at  U.C.  Ouch! 


Loney  Mitchell,  Wilfred  Wood 
are  in  first  year  pass  at  Trinity 
College.  Bert  Mitchard,  Roland 
Charles,  Sydney  McCatty  are  at- 
tending S.P.S.  Hugh  Mclntyre  is 
taking  minerology  at  Queen's. 
Russel  MacDonald  is  in  second 
year  arts  U.  C. 

Ronald  Cunningham  is  at  U.T.S. 
Alfred  Malpass  is  taking  Business 
Accountancy  at  C.H.S.C.  Ralph 
Thomas  is  taking  Special  Science 
at  McMaster.  Jack  Weinstock  is  at 
Western  University.  Tom  Abbott 
is  taking  an  engineer's  course  in 
Pittsburg. 

Many  of  our  Graduates  decided 
that  variety  is  the  spice  of  life  and 
went  to  work.  Among  these  we 
number:  Gerald  Pearson,  Kenneth 
Rothwell,  Murray  Abramowitz, 
Reg.  Edwards,  John  Loveland, 
Billie  Macklem,  Charles  Hill,  John 
Piggott,  Thomas  Scott,  Frank  Up- 
ton, Bert  Wilson,  Harold  Cameron, 
Charles  Cansfield,  Wes.  Cutler, 
Raymond  Potten,  John  Dargavel, 
Albert  Emsley,  Ben  Fenner,  Can 
Flath,  Harold  Tootitt,  Wes  Free- 
land,  Gerald  Goldstein,  Charlie 
Gagan.  Cecil  Greenaway,  Ted  Her- 
man, Frank  Mitchell,  Ed.  Hopkins, 
Alex  Johnston,  John  Knechtel. 
Willard  Knechtel,  Robert  Reid  and 
Tom  Stamp.  We  could  not  find  Al. 
McKee. 


VLo  a  Wxtt 

Oh !  fairest  thing ! 

When  the  glory  of  your  leaves  is  gone 
What  will  you  do  ? 

When  no  more  is  heard  a  joyful  song 
From  among  your  sheltering  leaves. 
When  autumn  winds  have  torn 
Your  covering  and  left  you  bare, 
Oh,  will  you  be  forlorn 
Standing  there  in  the  autumn  air, 
Gaunt  sentinel  of  fall  ? 
H.  S.  K.,  VB. 
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"The  ablative  absolute  is  passive 
in  form  and  active  in  meaning." 

At  these  words  of  wisdom  a 
youth  in  the  rear  of  the  class  shift- 
ed rapturously  in  his  seat.  What 
had,  but  a  moment  before,  been 
a  dreamy  yet  inquiring  face  now 
broke  into  a  delicious  smile,  a  blush 
spread  over  it,  the  lips  moved  ever 
so  slightly,  a  tremulous  hand 
straightened  a  tie  and  brushed  back 
a  wisp  of  light  hair.  The  head 
nodded  slightly  and  the  lips  form- 
ed the  words: 

"You  mean  you  are  absolutely 
positive  you  will  come.  Oh,  that'll 
be  fine." 

The  smile  broadened. 

"Hey!  what's  the  joke,  Nibbs. 
All  you  have  to  do  is  look  intelli- 
gent and  here  you  are  staring  off 
into  infinity  and  grinning  like  a 
Chesy  cat  in  long  grass." 

The  lad  dropped  back  to  earth 
with  a  thud  which  sent  the  blood 
rushing  over  his  hot  face. 

.Mot  her  was  ironing  in  the  kit- 
chen when  he  got  home.  He  walk- 
ed past  her,  hung  up  his  coat,  came 
back  to  the  kitchen,  sat  down, 
kicked  the  cat,  went  and  got  a 
drink,  sat  down  again,  and  watch- 
ed her  for  some  time  in  silence. 

"Hey!  Mom,  you  know  that  girl 
in  our  room"  —  mother  went  on 
ironing  without  appearing  to  notice 
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the  slight  stammer  —  "well  she 
must  like  me  or  something.  She's 
always  smiling  at  me.  Don't  you 
think  I'd  better  invite  her  over  to 
tea  Sunday  just  to  show  her  I  don't 
exactly  hate  her — but  I  don't  like 
her — she's  too  skinny." 

Mother  said  she  always  liked  to 
meet  his  friends,  and  that  night 
the  house  shook  to  an  ill-concealed 
joy. 

No  one  (except  Mr.  Robb)  can 
resist  the  appeals  of  a  seventeen 
year  old  youth  and  especially  diffi- 
cult is  it  for  a  seventeen  year  old 
maiden.  Annabelle  Evans,  blonde 
and  beautiful,  agreed  to  come. 

Why  dwell  on  the  period  preced- 
ing that  eventful  Sunday.  Heart 
rending  days  they  were  for  the 
young  lover  who  strove  valiantly 
and  successfully  against  a  mother 
who,  instead  of  a  meal  of  chicken, 
fruit,  cake,  apple-pie  and  ice-cream, 
suggested  tomato  soup,  sausages 
and  prunes;  and  against  a  father 
who  was  prone  to  promenade  on 
Sundays  without  a  coat,  and  in  his 
sock  feet.  But  he  did  not  reckon 
with  his  little  sister  Eva. 

"I'm  glad  Alfred  invited  you," 
was  very  pretty,  but  what  demon 
possessed  her  to  say,  "  'cos  we're 
going  to  have  ice-cream."  The  boy 
blushed  and  wasted  an  annihilating 
glance   on    the    little    insect.     Un- 


abashed,  she  prattled  on:  "You 
would  never  guess  those  were 
dad's  shoes  Alfred's  got  on,  would 
you,  Annabelle?  My,  Alfred,  you 
look  funny,  all  red  like  that. 

At  the  table,  prospects  of  ice 
cream  made  her  pensive  for  a  few 
moments,  but  she  rallied  to  the 
cause  with:  "Do  you  always  make 
your  little  finger  do  that  when 
you're  drinking,  Annabelle?"  Fa- 
ther sought  to  change  the  subject 
and  put  his  pretty  visitor  at  ease 
by  remarking  that  he  did  not  be- 
lieve in  ceremony.  He  said  he  al- 
ways ate  honey  with  his  peas. 
He'd  done  it  all  his  life.  It  didn't 
taste  so  awfully  good  but  it  kept 
them  on  his  knife. 

This  did  not  receive  the  expected 
applause.  Annabelle,  not  being  a 
hardened  campaigner,  did  not  know 
that  inviolable  rule  which  states 
that  young  people  must  laugh 
heartily    at    all   jokes   cracked    by 
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older  people.  Alfred,  beneath  a  red 
exterior,  was  calling  down  the 
wrath  of  heaven  on  this  family 
which  had  blighted  his  career.  Eva 
was  too  busy  devouring  her  ice- 
cream. 

Oh,  my  sainted  aunt!  there  she 
was  licking  her  dish  ! 

"Who's  kicking  me  ?  Papa,  make 
Alfred  stop.     He's  kicking  me." 

Why  were  little  sisters? 

Would  this  meal  never  end. 

Alone  with  Annabelle  in  the  par- 
lour afterward  the  air  was  cleared 
somewhat. 

As  mother  was  putting  Eva  to 
bed  and  Alfred  was  helping  Anna- 
belle to  put  on  her  goloshes  a  little 
voice  floated  down  from  above: 

"Isn't  Annabelle  pretty,  mother? 
Hasn't  she  got  pretty  curls?" 

"Isn't  she  the  cute  little  dear," 
murmured  Annabelle  as  they  went 
out. 

R.P. 


ileto  (Examinations 


Fair  children,  my  readers,  this 
is  to  make  announcement  of  the 
latest  innovation,  in  High  Schools 
at  least,  that  of  periodic  examina- 
tions of  our  most  valuable  property, 
our  bodies,  our  persons.  When  we 
left  Public  School  and  came  here 
we  often  wondered  why  we  were 
never  given  the  "once  over"  as  was 
formerly  the  case  and  told  to  stick 
our  tongues  out,  say  "goo"  and  de- 
clare whether  we  had  any  spots  on 
our  feet.  Then  there  was  the  den- 
tist too,  who  used  to  hand  you  a 
plan  of  the  interior  of  your  mouth 
with  certain  hieroglyphics  describ- 
ed thereon  and  inte'lible  only  to 
fellow  members  of  the  profession. 
Will  these  be  restored  again  in  the 
school  time-table? 

It  is  also  vaguely  hinted  that  a 
training  will  be  given  in  how  we 
should  sit  in  school.  That  means 
that  we  will  not  be  able  to  put  our 
feet  under  the  desk  across  the  aisle, 


sit  sideways  in  our  seats  or  other- 
wise make  ourselves  at  home.  Un- 
fortunately they  tell  us  that  it  will 
take  some  time  to  go  into  effect  so 
that  those  of  the  upper  forms  will 
have  missed  four  or  five,  and,  for 
some,  six  years  of  the  doctor's 
care.  Why  was  this  relief  from 
disease  not  given  us  long  ago? 
Think  of  the  terrible  things  that 
might  have  happened  to  us  with- 
out a  doctor  to  tell  us  about  it! 
Think  yet  again  of  what  we  may 
have  at  the  present  moment.  Why 
even  the  employees  of  most  large 
of  ices  have  at  least  an  annual  in- 
spection!  Wherefore  this  neglect? 
But  now  at  last  we  can  be  healthy 
and  if  you  see  a  short  stubby  little 
man  or  a  tall  fat  man,  or  an  ordi- 
nary medium-sized  man  walking 
about  the  halls  of  Oakwood  with 
the  look  of  a  hunter,  have  a  care, 
for  he  is  the  official  disease  de- 
tector. 
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$ometuorfe  in  $abes 


Scene — Elysian  Fields,  Hades. 

Dramatis  Personae:  Virgil  and 
Caesar  doing  their  homework, 
which  is  to  translate  Latin  into 
English  prose. 

Virgil :  Umbulus  usores  lamboni 
sorstin.  (This  is  conversational 
Latin  but  the  writer  can't  keep  it 
up  very  intelligently).  Castor  and 
Pollux,  what  a  language  this  Eng- 
lish is !  Such  awful  words  they 
have  and  no  cases  practically.  But 
since  those  English  have  overrun 
Hades  Latin  is  becoming  old- 
iashioned. 

Caesar:  What  gets  my  unicorn 
is  to  have  those  barbarians  lord  it 
over  us.  It's  enough  to  get  old 
Demosthenes  going  on  another  set 
of  Philippics.  Well,  these  things 
having  been  pointed  out  above,  let's 
get  down  to  business.  This  prose 
looks  pretty  stiff.  Do  you  think 
old  Cicero  will  catch  on  if  we  work 
together? 

Virgil:  Oh,  I  don't  think  so. 
We'll  change  the  odd  word,  here 
and  there.  But  for  goodness  sake 
let's  get  to  work.  Look  at  all  the 
time  we've  wasted  and  1  promised 
to  have  a  game  of  knuckle-bones 
with  Mark  Antony.  Let's  see  the 
prose. 

Caesar:  Here  it  is  (reading)  — 
Wellingtonus  ilium  dux  Britan- 
norum,  post  bellam  Hispaniae.  This 
first  sentence  isn't  too  bad.  I  think 
1  can  translate  it  right  off.  You 
have  the  grammar  and  dictionary, 
haven't  you?  I  have  the  tablets 
and  a  stylus.  Well,  here  goes 
(writing)  --  Wellingtonus  leader 
Britons, 

Virgil:  That's  not  it;  there's  no 
i  riding  on  Wellingtonus,  it's  just 
Wellington. 

Caesar:  Oh,  yes;  and  there's  a 
funny  little  mark  to  show  Britons 

genitive.  Briton's,  isn't  it?  How 
do  you  translate  post  bellum  His- 
paniae? 


Virgil:  Let's  see.  Bellum  is  war, 
and  post  is  after  or  afterwards. 
They  like  complicated  words  so  let's 
use  afterwards ;  "wards"  probably 
strengthens  "after"  anyway.  Os- 
tracize it  all,  they  don't  give  proper 
names  here.  I  think  Hispania  is 
Spania  or  something  like  that.  So 
far  we've  got:  Wellington,  leader 
Britons'  (does  the  comma  at  the 
top  of  Britons  go  before  or  after 
the   "s"?) 

Caesar:  It's  plural  when  it 
comes  after,  I  think. 

Virgil :  Wellington  leader  Britons 
afterwards  war  Spania's. 

Caesar:  You  can  change  the 
words  around  a  bit,  can't  you?  It 
would  make  it  more  vivid.  Let's 
put  "afterwards  Spania's  war." 
I'm  sure  you  can. 

Virgil:  That  makes  Britons'  and 
Spania's  very  near  together.  Let's 
change  Britons'  instead. 

Caesar:  That  will  be— Welling- 
ton Britons'  leader  afterwards  war 
Spania's.  Yes,  that  doesn't  sound 
so  monotonous. 

Virgil :  I  suppose  we'd  better  put 
the  main  verb  next.  They  always 
put  it  in  a  weird  place  where  there 
is  no  emphasis.  Let's  see,  it's 
advenit. 

Caesar:  Advenit  —  there's  an 
English  verb  like  that.  I  saw  it 
the  other  day.  Let's  use  it  instead 
of  looking  everything  up.  What 
was  it  now?    Oh,  yes — adventure. 

Virgil :  It's  past  time.  They  add 
a  "d"  for  past  time,  don't  they? 
(writing)  Afterwards  war  Spania's 
adventured. 

Caesar:  Isn't  this  a  bore? 

Virgil :  Let's  finish  this  clause. 
We  have  to  make  about  four  sen- 
tences out  of  one  of  ours  anyway. 
Let's  stop  at  the  end  of  this.  1 
haven't  time  for  any  more  at  pre- 
sent. This  makes  me  quite  thirsty. 
Have  you  a  goblet  of  nectar  handy 
by  any  chance? 
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Caesar:  By  Pollux,  you  can  wait 
a  while,  can't  you?  We  should  do 
a  little  more.  What's  the  English 
for  "facio"? 

Virgil:  Do  or  make.  That's  past 
time  too,  isn't  it?  You  add  "ed"  if 
the  "e"  isn't  already  there,  don't 
you  ?  That  would  be  "doed."  It 
doesn't  look  quite  right,  but  let's 
leave  it,  anyway. 

Caesar:  I've  worked  out  the  next 
part  .  Wellington  Britons'  leader 
afterwards  war  Spania's  to  Gaul 
adventured  and  supplements  hav- 
ing been  missed,  battle  there  doed. 
My  vocabulary  is  increasing,  isn't 
it  ?    I  remember  supplements  from 


supplementum    or    auxilium,    and 
missed  from  mitto. 

Virgil:  I'm  sure  we  should  put  in 
an  article  some  place.  You  know 
they  always  use  something  like 
that.  "The"  isn't  it?  I  suppose  it 
can  go  in  before  "battle." 

Caesar:  All  right  (writing). 
Been  missed  and  the  battle  there 
doed.    What  comes  next  ? 

Virgil:  By  Hercules,  I  haven't 
time  for  any  more  now.  That's 
pretty  good  for  one  sentence.  We 
can  do  the  rest  another  cycle.  Vale 
Caesar. 

— Adapted. 


Cbening 

Across  the  twlight  sky 

The  stars  have  trailed  their  light 
Like  little  fairy  chariots 

Hastening  on  their  flight. 
And  every  place  where  they  have  stopped 

A  star  gleams  forth  its  light, 
Because  the  fairy  charioteers 

Were  hastening  through  the  night. 
H.  S.  K.,  VB. 


MISS 
MuLRPONtY 
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QTije  Oracle 

I  came  into  the  Temple  of  the  Oracle 

And  unto  the  High  Priest  1  made  question: 
"Oh  thou,  to  whom  the  curtain  of  the  future  is  as  nought, 

What,  when  the  years  have  spent  their  might,  will  be  my  fate? 
Where  in  the  sun  shall  be  my  place? 

Or  shall  the  heavy  shadows  envelop  me  for  aye?" 
1  waited  long,  and  heavy  were  my  thoughts, 

And  anxious  was  my  soul  within  me     .... 
Then  the  answer  came,  deep  and  impressive  as  the  truth  itself — 

"I  shall  not,  my  son,  reveal  to  thee,  for  thou  art  voung, 
And  thy  heart  halteth  at  the  gate  of  life, 

All  that  the  slow  years  hold  for  thee. 
But  hearken  to  my  words,  for  they  are  wise, 

And,  hearkening,  shalt  thou  heed,  I  pray  for  thee. 
Work !  for  the  mark  of  Idleness  is  on  thy  brow, 

And  that  will  bring  thee  poverty,  unless  thou  brush  it  from  thee  as 
a  brand  that  burns. 
Cast  from  thy  life  Irreverence,  that  stands  before  thee,  making  mock. 

E'en  'gainst  thy  masters  hast  thy  tongue  been  laid, 
And  all  they  taught  thee  hast  thou  lightly  held. 

Turn  not  night  into  day,  and  seek  not,  constantly,  the  halls  of  Dance, 
So  that  thy  cheek  be  pale  with  weariness, 

When  the  bright  sun  doth  shine  upon  a  world  that  needeth  thee. 
The  very  best  thou  hast  is  scarce  enough 

To  halt  the  moving  finger  that  doth  write  thy  fate. 
Beware,  lest  in  oblivion  thou  sinkest  deep ! — 

But  look  upon  the  reverse  of  thy  fate ! 
Oh  I  can  see  more  plainly  now ! 

Ah,  yes,  thy  manhood  doth  assert  itself ! 
Erect  thou  standest,  and  thine  arms  are  bare, 

And  thou  dost  labour  with  an  earnest  brow, 
And  all  men  give  thee  honour  due. 

For  thou  hast  seen  with  anxious  eye 
The  error  of  thy  youthful  days ;  hast  cast  aside  e'er  'twas  too  late 

The  folly  of  a  careless  heart, 
And  hast  become  by  thine  own  will  and  act 
A  Man  indeed." 

ADELAIDE  E.  R.  STERNBERG,  3A. 
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£1  ^Bulletin  from  l^cabquarters 


Despite  frequent  and  biting  re- 
marks to  the  contrary,  it  is  an  un- 
doubted fact  that  the  fourths  are 
by  far  the  most  intelligent  forms 
in  the  school.  Any  fourth-former 
will  tell  you  so,  and  surely  they,  of 
all  people,  ought  to  know. 

One  of  the  most  striking  evi- 
dences of  their  brains  is  their 
ability  to  amuse  themselves  at  all 
times  with  the  simplest  materials. 
A  blackboard  and  a  piece  of  chalk, 
or  a  piece  of  paper  and  a  pencil  are 
sufficient  to  render  them  perfectly 
happy. 

With  these  commonplace  pieces 
of  furniture  they  can  embark  on 
the  very  enjoyable  pastime  of 
"knots  and  crosses."  "Hangman" 
they  consider  merely  childish,  but 
"knots  and  crosses"  can  be  appre- 
ciated by  any  ardent  student  of 
Geometry. 

The  best  form  of  the  game  is 
played  with  the  aforementioned 
blackboard  and  section  of  chalk. 
The  size  of  the  blackboard  permits 
a  great  deal  of  ground  to  be  cover- 
ed with  the  curious  designs  sym- 
bolic of  the  game,  and  this,  besides 
pleasing  the  eye,  has  the  added  at- 
traction of  allowing  the  players  to 
see  how  many    times    they    have 


won,  or  lost,  without  the  fatigue  of 
keeping  the  score  in  another  place. 
Another  advantage  is  that  when 
the  entire  board  has  been  covered, 
the  marks  can  be  erased,  while  the 
game  begins  again. 

There  are,  of  course,  disadvan- 
tages, also.  After  several  weeks  of 
play,  official  interference  is  apt  to 
occur,  after  which  it  is  wisest  to 
move  the  camp  and  carry  on  the 
war  in  another  vicinity. 

One  of  the  best  things  to  be  said 
for  the  game  as  played  with  a 
paper  and  pencil  is  that  it  can  be 
played  at  times  other  than  lunch 
period  or  recess.  It  is,  of  course, 
much  better  if  both  players  can 
occupy  the  same  seat,  but  when 
this  is  impossible  they  should  try 
to  sit  one  behind  the  other.  In 
this  position  the  paper  can  be 
placed  on  the  rear  desk  of  the  two 
and  the  other  player  must  then 
turn  half-around  in  order  that  he 
or  she  may  have  free  access  to  the 
paper  on  which  the  game  is  being 
played. 

These  tactics  can,  in  ordinary 
cases,  be  continued  for  some  time 
before  anything  occurs  to  put  a 
stop  to  operations. 

M.C.  IV. 


g>iif)ouetteS 

Across  the  sunset  sky 

There  winged  a  bird 

Silhouetted 

Against  the  crimson  clouds. 

High  on  a  wooded  hill 

There  stood  a  tree 

Etched 

Against  the  tinted  sky. 

And  down  the  placid  lake 
There  came  a  ship 
Clear  cut 
'Gainst  the  deepening  sky. 

H.  S.  K,  VB. 
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Snb  Slnotfjer  &fjing= 


The  Public  and  High  Schools  of 
the  city  have  recently  received  con- 
siderable publicity  in  the  Toronto 
press,  not  merely  in  the  news  sec- 
tion but  also  in  the  letters  to  the 
editor,  which  may  be  assumed  to 
reflect  public  opinion. 

One  of  the  most  ridiculous  as- 
sertions made  has  been  that  school 
pupils  receive  too  many  holidays, 
particularly  collegeiate  students 
who  get  Friday  afternoon  off  dur- 
ing the  fall.  Anyone  who  makes 
such  a  statement  does  not  realize 
the  mental  strain  produced  by  un- 
remitted study.  A  large  number 
of  university  students  lately  have 
suffered  complete  loss  of  memory 
through  overstudy.  We,  in  the 
collegiates,  do  seven  or  eight  hours 
studying  five  days  a  week  and  it  is 
only  proper  that  we  should  receive 
sufficient  holidays  to  save  us  from 
permanent  or  possibly  fatal  results. 

The  statement  that  we  get  after- 
noons off  during  the  Rugby  season 
is  also  misleading.  In  the  first 
place  the  Rugby  season  does  not 
last  longer  than  half  the  fall  term 
and  secondly  we  do  not  get  the 
whole  afternoon  off  but  only  about 
an  hour  and  a  half. 

Another  letter  that  has  evoked 
considerable  comment  was  that  of 
a  farmer  who  said  that  his  son  had 
gone  to  college  for  four  years  and 
had  learned  to  play  rugby  but  no- 
thing useful.  The  playing  of  rugby 
having  nothing  to  do  with  the 
choice  of  a  course  why  it  should  be 


mentioned  in  so  derogatory  a  man- 
ner is  rather  obscure.  People  who 
wish  their  sons  to  learn  a  trade 
should  send  them  to  a  school  do- 
signed  for  such  a  purpose.  The 
University  is  intended  primarily  to 
impart  culture. 

We,  in  the  collegiates,  realize 
best  which  reforms  we  would  most 
welcome.  Our  course  in  science 
might  be  broadened.  The  Calculus, 
a  most  useful  branch  of  mathema- 
tics, might  be  substituted  in  place 
of  the  more  or  less  useless  geome- 
try. Various  opinions  are  held  in 
regard  to  the  place  of  Latin  in  the 
schools.  A  more  natural  method 
of  teaching  modern  languages  so  as 
to  get  a  working  knowledge,  might 
also  be  introduced. 

Sports  should  be  encouraged 
more.  That  is,  sports  for  every- 
body. Watching  the  school  team 
play  has  very  little  exercise  value. 
Leagues  might  be  organized  in  all 
the  major  sports  and  run  so  that 
everyone  played.  In  this  connec- 
tion it  is  well  to  remember  that  it 
is  the  game,  not  the  winning  that 
counts. 

Very  little  social  activity  is  en- 
couraged by  the  school.  A  dra- 
matic society  would  fill  an  empty 
place  in  school  life  and  a  monthly 
informal  dance  would  receive  much 
approbation.  Although  no  Utopian 
system  has  yet  been  evolved,  our 
school,  however,  is  not  such  a  bad 
place. 

G.  D.  S.,  5A 


ferrje 


Jerry  was  plain  mongrel — long 
ears,  clumsy  feet,  awkward  mo- 
tions, and  a  uniquely  mottled  coat 
all  testifying  to  the  fact.  A  long 
tail  with  the  graceful  curve  of  a 
I  .a nana  terminated  his  anatomy. 
lie  looked  strangely  grotesque  in 
the  dim  light  of  this  early  summer 
morning   as   he   ambled    down    an 


alley-way.  Occasionally  he  stopped 
and  sniffed  with  the  air  of  a  con- 
noisseur one  of  the  many  garbage 
cans  that  lined  this  alley.  Jerry 
was  not  hungry  for  he  had  already 
dined  farther  back.  He  would  sleep, 
he  decided,  and  forthwith  curled  up 
in  a  patch  of  light  from  the  rising 
sun. 
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As  the  sun  rose  Jerry's  spirits 
rose  too,  and  suddenly  with  an  un- 
controllable yelp  of  delight  he 
jumped  in  the  air,  chased  his  tail, 
and  manifested  other  puppyish 
traits.  Tiring-  of  this  after  some 
fifteen  minutes  he  chased  a  mangy 
cat  who  stood  for  his  right  so 
vigorously  that  Jerry  retreated, 
considering  discretion  the  better 
part  of  valour!  This  only  slightly 
dampened  his  ardour.  His  bub- 
bling spirits  could  not  be  contained, 
with  the  result  that  he  started  off 
at  a  breakneck  speed.  In  the 
course  of  his  wild  career  he  became 
entangled  in  an  old  woman's 
skirts,  knocked  over  a  tomato  bas- 
ket, and  did  other  damage  also. 
Triumphantly  he  emerged  with  a 
tomato  draped  artistically  over  one 
eye.  He  slowed  up  to  remove  this 
impediment  but  upon  glancing  over 
his  shoulder  he  resumed  his  hurried 
way  —  speedily.  It  apparently 
frightened  him  for  he  ran  for 
eight  blocks  hitting  the  high  spots 
only. 

Other  smaller  adventures  follow- 
ed. For  instance  his  too  inquisitive 
nose  became  caught  in  the  but- 
cher's door.  He  was  extracted 
from  here,  yelping  loudly,  by  the 
irate  butcher,  who  administered  a 


kick  so  strongly  that  Jerry  turned 
several  somersaults,  landing  on  his 
tail  on  an  ice  wagon.  Jerry  squeal- 
ed. It  was  too  painful,  and  for  a 
moment  Jerry's  delight  in  life 
seemed  to  have  departed,  but  rub- 
bing his  nose  and  looking  sorrow- 
fully at  his  sore  tail,  he  escaped 
from  the  wagon  and  went  in  search 
of  lunch.  A  kind-hearted  cook  in  a 
cheap  restaurant  provided  this 
meal. 

As  the  sun  waxed  hotter  and  hot- 
ter, Jerry  waxed  limper  and  limper. 
Finally  he  jumped  into  a  horse 
trough,  giving  himself  and  every- 
one else  a  refreshing  (?)  shower 
bath.  Jerry  prowled  around  for 
some  time,  then  fell  asleep  in  the 
cool  shade  of  a  stable. 

Jerry  rose  from  this  nap  and 
went  in  search  of  a  meal.  This 
evening's  repast  was  gleaned  from 
the  same  source  as  his  morning 
one.  All  evening  Jerry  searched 
for  a  night's  resting  place,  inci- 
dentally meeting  with  a  few  more 
adventures.  The  rising  moon 
found  him  comfortably  established 
in  an  old  shed,  at  peace  with  the 
world  and  all  mankind,  as  is  the 
way  with  all  good  puppies. 

E.  M.  C,  3B. 


7  a.  m. 

There's  something  on  my  mind  today, 

I  can't  think  what  it  is. 
This  is  the  eighteenth,  isn't  it? 

Oh  gee!    Exam  in  Phys! 

I  worked  last  night  till  after  twelve, 

And  mother  scolded  sore. 
But  now  the  day  is  here  at  last 

I  wish  I'd  studied  more. 

Now,  memory's  a  curious  thing, 

And  plays  me  false  so  oft, 
I  can't  retain  the  thoughts  I  should, 

But  other  things  are  soft. 

My  good  right  ear  lets  in  the  things 

The  teachers  tell  to  me — 
My  traitor  left  ear  lets  them  out — 

Here's  where  I'll  fail — vou'll  see ! 

ADELAIDE  E.  R.  STERNBERG,  3A. 
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fteiracti  Sb  3t)£Surbum 

Returning  one  evening  from  our  deed  dare  be  perpetrated  on  so 
bi-monthly  meeting  of  the  Society  helpless  and  so  weak  a  creature.  1 
for  the  Amelioration  of  Human  approached,  nerved  to  help,  even  if 
Misery,  after  listening  to  a  speak-  the  cost  should  be  to  me  most 
er  whose  eloquence  had  moved  me  heavy.  But,  little  wonder,  suspi- 
to  the  depths  of  my  being,  I  was  cion  of  a  stranger  caused  the  poor, 
startled  to  hear  emanating  from  an  helpless  victim  to  retreat  as  I  ad- 
alley-way,  near  which  I  had  to  pass,  vanced.  What  to  do  I  knew  not, 
a  yell,  a  scream,  of  more  than  for  there  was  no  time  to  be  lost, 
human  agony.  Attuned  to  the  and  the  wretched  perpetrators  of 
spirit  of  the  noble  lecturer  I  had  the  crime  had  vanished ;  though,  I 
just  heard,  and  eager  to  follow  his  doubt  not,  they  lingered  near  to  see 
precepts  actively,  I  hurried  in  the  what  I  should  do.  But  I  grew  des- 
election of  the  arresting  sound,  perate  watching  the  struggles  of 
And  what  a  sight  met  my  eyes !  the  poor  victim,  and,  straining 
Who  would  have  thought  that  in  every  nerve,  I  sprang  towards  him, 
this  civilized  age,  in  a  city  govern-  and,  taking  a  pen-knife  from  my 
ed  by  the  wisest  and  most  thought-  pocket,  I  cut  the  string  that  bound 
ful  men,  and  protected  by  the  ever-  the  kettle  to  the  poor  dog's  tail. 
watchful    police,    such  a  dastardly  — Adelaide  C.  R.  Sternberg,  IIIA 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb, 

She  took  it  to  the  game; 
But  when  she  got  it  home  again 

The  lamb  was  not  the  same. 

His  fleece  was  black,  his  legs  were  lame, 
His  eyes  were  black  and  blue ; 

He  didn't  look  like  lamb  at  all, 
He  looked  like  Irish  stew. 

His  voice  that  used  to  be  so  meek, 
With  sweetness  most  divine, 

Was  hoarse  and  raucous  as  a  crow's — 
And  so,  indeed,  was  mine. 

His  pretty  tail  was  torn  in  two; 

He,  that  had  been  so  tame, 
Was  wild,  was  mad — you  see,  he'd  caught 

The  spirit  of  the  game. 

His  conversation,  too,  had  changed, 
He  used  to  murmur  "Ba-a-a." 

But  since  she  took  him  to  the  game, 
He  kicks,  and  mutters  "Blah-h-h." 
ADELAIDE  E.  R.  STERNBERG,  3A. 
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Vellum  l\ugbporum 


When  Caesar  had  arranged  his 
troops  in  line  of  battle,  and  also  the 
forces  of  the  enemy  had  been 
drawn  up,  the  signal  having  been 
given,  the  lieutenant-general  of 
Caesar  hurled  a  missile  by  means 
of  his  foot  at  the  enemy.  That 
penetrated  into  the  middle  enemy, 
and,  having  been  received  by  the 
fastest  and  bravest  of  the  enemy, 
he  made  a  fierce  attack  on  our 
men.  Our  men,  being  unacquaint- 
ed with  the  tactics  of  the  enemy, 
threw  themselves  down  to  the 
ground  and  reached  for  the  legs  of 
the  scout  of  the  enemy  who  was 
sent  in  advance.  It  was  with  the 
greatest  difficulty  that  three  of  our 
men  brought  down  the  enemy. 
Nevertheless  that  one  held  the  mis- 
sile, and  meanwhile  the  troops 
halted  in  line,  facing  each  other. 
The  leader  of  the  enemy  having 
given  orders,  and  the  same  missile 
of  which  mention  has  been  made 
above  having  been  thrown  back, 
and  given  to  one  of  the  enemy,  a 
man  of  incredible  size  of  body,  he 
threw  himself  into  the  breach  in 
our  men  which  had  been  made  by 
repeated  attacks  of  the  enemy,  so 
that  he  could  pass.  However,  one 
of  our  men  broke  out  and  captured 
that  enemy.     Another  attack  like 


to  the  first  then  took  place,  in 
which  it  had  to  be  resisted  bravely 
by  our  men.  The  enemy  then  hurl- 
ed the  missile  at  our  men.  Then 
our  men  repeated  the  movements 
of  the  enemy,  who  were  very  hard 
pressed.  This  continued  for  about 
one  hour.  (The  score  was  8-4, 
against  Caesar's  men,  with  ten 
minutes  to  go).  For  the  sake  of  a 
touchdown  -  to  -  be  -  made,  Caesar 
adopted  a  new  plan,  and  made  a 
sudden  attack  into  the  middle 
enemy.  A  few  were  killed  and 
many  injured,  but  our  men  had  not 
made  much  advance.  Having  been 
repulsed,  being  disappointed  in  this 
hope,  Caesar  became  more  skilled  in 
the  management  of  his  troops. 
For  what  reasons,  he  attempted  an 
attack  on  the  left  flank.  Caesar, 
himself,  and  two  others  rushed  out 
to  the  wing,  and  when  one  was 
about  to  be  attacked  by  the  enemy, 
he  would  hurl  it  behind  him  to  an 
ally  who  was  to  carry  it  forward; 
finally  the  touchdown  was  made. 
This  having  been  accomplished,  and 
the  game  having  been  won,  our  men 
raised  a  shout  in  a  loud  voice.  (So, 
you  see,  that  is  the  way  Oakwood 
wins  its  championships). 

S.  SOANES. 


Hunct) 

When  first  bell  goes  for  lunch  at  noon 
Our  hearts  beat  all  a-thump ; 

And  to  get  home  and  back  again 
Keeps  us  on  the  jump. 

But  if,  by  chance,  we  stay  right  here 

And  at  the  "caf"  do  dine, 
We  always  are  the  last  one  there 
And  have  to  stand  in  line. 

The  service  is  so  very  poor 

But  things  there  are  so  cheap 

That  perhaps  it  pays  to  wait  awhile 
Than  pav  more  along  the  street. 

KAY  FAIRTY,  IF. 
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treasure 


O  d — n  (darn)  !  Wliere  can  it 
be?  So  short  a  time  ago  it  was 
here  but  now  I  cannot  find  it. 
Mayhap  some  foul  knave  has  stolen 
it!  Good  gracious!  Perish  the 
thought :  it  could  not  be  possible 
1  scramble,  scratch,  and  scrape  and 
at  least  my  reward  is  there,  a  patch 
of  white  beneath  a  pile  of  books — 
but  no — again  dsappointment.  Oh! 
that  old  cupboard  in  the  attic — 
more  digging  but  still  the  treasure 


lies  hidden.  Again  a  bright 
thought  —  that  annual  clearance 
had  perhaps  carried  it  to  the  cellar 
— if  only.  You  already  may  guess 
the  result,  it  couldn't  be  a  success. 
But  among  a  pile  of  books  I  picked 
up  a  book  of  nursery  rhymes  "Up- 
stairs and  downstairs" — "and  in 
the  lady's — "  Yes,  it  was.  After 
three  years  my  Oracle  is  as  good 
as  ever. 


91  "^tubent"  in  ^nguiai) 

Breaths  there  the  stude,  with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  himself  hath  said, 
At  3.15:  "Would  I  were  dead! 
Would  I  could  leave  this  wretched  place. 
And  northward  turn  my  weary  face, 
And  travel  there  at  rapid  pace. 
Detentions,  fraught  with  misery,  come 
For  useless  homework  left  undone. 
Would  that  I  could  to  Robbie's  run." 
But  vain  is  all  his  outcry  now, 
His  name  is  down,  his  care-worn  brow 
Must  to  relentless  fortune  bow. 
It  is  his  fate. 

N.C.  4. 


r.7;.v>' 
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ASSEMBLY  HALL 

As  usual  this  year,  we  are  en- 
joying our  two  mornings  a  week 
in  the  Assembly  Hall.  The  short 
service  of  worship,  and  the  music 
of  both  piano  and  victrola,  help  us 
to  get  a  good  start  on  the  day's 
work. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  term. 
Mr.  Dunkley,  Mr.  Blathwayt,  and 
Mr.  Horning  each  gave  a  short 
talk.  They  showed  the  pupils,  es- 
pecially the  boys,  the  advantage  to 
to  them  of  becoming  interested  in 
some  of  the  various  forms  of 
athletics  at  Oakwood.  It  was 
pointed  out  to  the  boys  that  they 
would  enjoy  their  work  at  school 
far  more  if  they  took  an  interest  in 
the  cadets,  rugby  and  soccer. 

In  "Canadian  Authors  Week" 
we  had  the  pleasure  of  hearing 
Mrs.  Livesay,  who  gave  us  some 
readings  of  one  of  our  noted  Cana- 
dian authors,  Margery  Pickthali. 
At  the  close  of  her  talk  she  inter- 
ested us  very  much  by  reciting  one 
of  her  own  poems.  The  pupils 
greatly  appreciated  Mrs.  Livesay's 
visit  and  talk,  and  we  hope  that  we 
may  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
her  again. 


On  November  the  twenty-eighth, 
the  pupils  were  delighted  to  have 
our  friend  of  last  year,  Mr.  Irving, 
come  to  us.  He  gave  us  a  sketch  of 
King  Henry  the  Fifth,  depicting 
the  King's  soliloquy  at  Harflew 
very  realistically,  as  indeed  he  does 
all  the  scenes  he  portrays.  Mr. 
Irving  then  passed  on  to  Julius 
Caesar.  He  first  told  us  the  story 
and  then,  by  his  clever  dramatiza- 
tion of  the  scene  between  Brutus 
and  Cassius,  he  made  the  famed 
"Julius"  seem  very  real  to  us.  Mr. 
Irving's  talk  was  concluded  by 
Mark  Antony's  speech  at  Caesar's 
funeral,  and  I'm  sure  we  all  felt 
like  mobbing  "that  honourable 
man  Brutus."  We,  the  pupils, 
tender  our  thanks  to  you,  Mr.  Ir- 
ving, and  we  hope  to  hear  you 
again  soon. 

Thanks  is  due  to  our  Principal 
also,  for  making  our  "Assembly 
Hall  mornings,"  so  very  interest- 
ing.   May  they  long  continue ! 


Commencement  Exercises 

This  year,  November  the  fif- 
teenth was  chosen  as  the  date  of 
our  annual  Commencement  exer- 
cises. The  program  opened  with 
two  selections  on  the  piano  by  Jane 
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Blackford.  This  was  followed  by 
the  presentation  of  diplomas  to  the 
fifth  form  pupils  by  Mr.  M.  A. 
Brillinger,  assisted  by  Mr.  Kirby 
and  Mr.  Hanna. 

The  talk  of  the  afternoon  was 
delivered  by  Professor  W.  R.  Tay- 
lor, whose  speech  was  short  (as 
requested)  but  very  interesting 
and  helpful.  He  impressed  upon 
us  the  necessity  of  deciding  which 
course  we  wish  to  take  at  the  Uni- 
versity, and  told  us  to  be  sure  we 
were  taking  those  subjects  which 
would  fit  us  for  our  work  at  Col- 
lege. Professor  Taylor  mentioned 
some  of  the  disasters  which  have 
taken  place,  by  neglecting  to  do 
this,  or  by  leaving  it  until  the  last 
minute. 

Then  the  presentation  of  the 
graduating  diplomas  was  begun  by 
Trustee  Hilton,  assisted  by  Mr. 
Robb  and  Mr.  Jockson  and  continu- 
ed by  Trustee  J.  Glass,  assisted  by 
Mr.  Jewett  and  Mr.  Dunkley. 

Scholarship  medals,  oratorical 
medals,  and  cups  were  then  pre- 
sented to  those  who  have  so  well 
upheld  our  traditions. 

An  excellent  valedictory  was  de- 
livered by  J.  D.  Arnup.  This  was 
followed  by  two  very  fine  selec- 
tions from  the  Glee  Club,  conduct- 
ed by  Miss  J.  E.  Maitland. 

The  Commencement  Exercises 
ended  with  the  presentation  of  E. 
H.  Brigden's  picture  "Hayfield"  by 
the  graduating  class  of  1927-28. 

The  Staff  "refreshed"  the  fifths, 
the  graduates,  and  the  parents  of 
the  School.  Shenstone  officiating 
at  the  piano,  furnished  music  for 
those  who  wished  to  dance. 


The  Oak  wood  Girls'  Glee  Club 

The  Oakvvood  Girls'  Glee  Club 
has  become  a  thriving  institution 
in  the  school,  under  the  competent 
direction  of  Miss  J.  Mai!  land,  M 
A.,  who  is  devoting  many  hours 
after  school  to  it.  In  September, 
the  girls,  who  wished  to  join  had 


their  voices  tested  by  Miss  Mait- 
land, and  about  sixty  girls  are  now 
members. 

At  the  first  meeting  of  the  Glee 
Club  the  officers  were  elected,  and 
then  the  girls  began  practicing  for 
an  hour  after  school  regularly, 
every  Monday  and  Thursday. 
Much  enthusiasm  and  earnestness 
were  evident  and  good  progress 
was  made  in  voice  training  and  the 
learning  of  three-part  songs. 

Invited  to  sing  at  the  Commence- 
ment Exercises,  the  members 
showed  admirable  devotion  to  the 
Club  by  assembling  at  half-past 
eight  several  mornings  for  rehear- 
sals. Two  songs  were  learned  on 
short  notice  and  sung  with  a  fine 
expression  of  feeling.  Many  weak- 
nesses might  be  criticized,  but  no 
doubt  training  will  overcome  them. 
The  singers'  attentive  following  of 
every  motion  of  Miss  Maitland's 
conducting,  and  their  sweetness  of 
tone  were  remarked  on.  The  favor- 
ite "Woodland  Lullaby"  by  J. 
Brahms,  and  "How  Can  I  Leave 
Thee",  a  harmonious  old  German 
song,  were  again  appreciated  by  all 
the  members  of  the  school  in  the 
Assembly  Hall,  the  following  week. 

Now  the  Girls'  Glee  Club  is 
attempting  more  pretentious 
choruses  to  be  delivered  in  Convo- 
cation Hall  during  the  Easter  vaca- 
tion to  the  O.S.S.T.F. 

A  Weiner  Roast  and  Hallowe'en 
Party,  excellently  organized  by  the 
executive,  were  enjoyed  by  the 
Club.  A  New  Year's  party  is  an- 
ticipated. The  Club  cordially  invites 
all  girls  who  still  desire  to  join  with 
it  to  come  to  any  of  the  regular 
meetings. 


The  Junior  Literary  Society 

On  Oct.  23,  a  meeting  of  the 
Junior  Literary  representatives 
was  held  in  the  form  room  of  the 
Honorary  President,  Mr.  Forman. 
The  following  officers  were  elect- 


Pinj,   Tin  at ij-K\<jhi 


ed  :  President,  Audrey  Howard, 
2A;  Vice-President,  Don  Travis, 
IF;  Secretary,  Ramsay,  2C;  Treas- 
urer, Miss  Johnston  1A. 

The  Lower  School  seemed  fairly 
enthusiastic  at  the  first  program 
in  the  Assembly  Hall.  Nine  people 
offered  us  their  services. 

If  noise  is  any  criterion  one 
would  say  that  the  School  was  ex- 
ceedingly interested.  It  proved 
conclusively  that  the  Upper  Forms 
are  not  responsible  for  the  uproar 
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which  usually  attends  a  "Lit" 
meeting. 

We  began  the  program  by  sing- 
ing the  Oakwood  song  in  which  all 
joined  lustily.  Many  interesting 
presentations  followed.  The  meet- 
ing was  closed  with  the  reading  of 
the  minutes. 

It  is  hoped  that  all  the  Lower 
School  will  do  all  in  their  power 
to  help  us  make  the  Junior  Lit.,  a 
success.  You  can  do  this  by  at- 
tending, offering  your  services  and 
listening. 


Wlit\)  Apologies 

So  work,  that  when  thy  summons  comes  to  go 

Into  the  halls  where  the  exams  are  tried, 

Thou  go  not  shaking  in  thy  shoes 

And  all  afraid  for  that  thou  knowest  not — 

But  with  a  cheerful  front  and  ready  pen, 

And  mind  well  stocked  with  all  that  thou  hast  learned, 

And  confident,  as  one  who  goeth  to  a  market-place, 

Knowing  his  purse  well  filled. 

And  his  path  clear  before  him. 

A.  S.,  IIIA. 
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Coal  0T0  Coke 

Ambricoal 

Pocahontas 


Grand    Tunnel     Red     Ash      Anthracite 

A   Premium  Coal — chance  cleaned — guaranteed    to    contain    less 
than  11/2%  Slate  or  Bone. 

Exclusive    Agents    Toronto   West 


C.  L.  Maltby  &  Co. 

Builders'  Supplies 
1012  ST.  CLAIR  AVENUE  WEST 

Phone   Junction    1165 
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THE  CABINET  1928-29 

President,  Margaret  Cork;  Vice- 
Pres.,  Charlotte  Horner;  Secre- 
tary, Betty  Bastedo;  Treasurer, 
Irma  Harkness;  Advisory  Officer, 
Miss  Chantler;  Social  Service  Con- 
venor, Evelyn  Issacs;  Interest 
Group  Convenor,  Elizabeth  Gilles- 
pie; Devotional  Convenor,  Kay 
Mabee ;  Refreshment  Convenor, 
Mary  don  Carlos;  Games  Conven- 
or, Elizabeth  Thompson;  Senior 
"Beans"  Secretary,  Dorothy  Hew- 
itt; Junior  "Beans"  Secretary, 
Margaret  Hill;  First  Form  Repre- 
sentative, Frances  Cork. 


OAKWOOD  GIRL'S  CLUB 

The  Club  spirit  speaks: 

Let  us  think  a  minute — it  may 
be  hard  for  some  but  let's  try. 
"What  is  the  Girls  Club?"  It's 
purpose  will  tell  us  a  lot — listen 
a  minute — The  Purpose  of  the 
Club  is  to  create,  maintain  and 
extend,  throughout  the  school,  high 
standards  of  personal  conduct,  ac- 
ademic honour,  and  social  relation- 
ships, and,  by  so  doing,  to  promote 
growth  in  Christian  character,  and 
to  prepare  for  future  Christian 
service.  Read  it  again  and  yel 
again   until   it    means  something  to 


you — "personal  conduct,"  read  it 
again — "academic  honour,"  once 
more — "social  relationship."  What 
does  it  all  mean?  Think  about  it 
some  more. 

Very  few  girls  know  that  when 
they  become  a  member  of  the 
Girl's  Club  they  also  become  a 
member  of  the  Y.W.C.A.,  and  are 
entitled  to  wear  a  Y  pin  and  crest 
and  also  to  go  to  "Beans."  "But 
what,"  some  of  you  may  ask,  "is 
Beans?"  It  is  a  meeting  at  the 
Y.W.C.A.  on  McGill  St.,  every 
three  weeks,  where  about  ten  or 
fifteen  girls  from  each  school  may 
go.  Listen  a  minute — here  it  is — 
Swim  or  gym  work — meeting  old 
friend  —  making  new  —  a  jolly 
"isn't  it  fun  eating  with  a  lot  of 
girls"  sort  of  supper — then  away 
from  the  thoughts  of  food  to  a 
land  of  "something  new  for  us  to 
think  about."  Mayhaps  after  a 
"campy"  sing-song,  a  night  of  world 
friendship,  of  good  sportsmanship, 
mayhaps  a  stunt  night  or  someone 
may  come  to  enlighten  us  on  some 
profoundly  interesting  subject 
that  we  have  wanted  to  know 
about  so  much — there  is  a  Vesper 
Service — you  can't  talk  about  a 
Vesper  Service,  you  have  to  feel  it 
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and  see  it.  All  this  and  more  is 
"Beans,"  girls,  it'  you  want  to  go, 
see  Dot  Hewitt,  Senior  Beans  sec't., 
or  Margaret  Hill,  Junior  Beans 
sec't. 

I  seem  to  be  getting  away  from 
the  idea  of  talking  about  what  the 
Girls'  Club  has  been  doing  in  the 
school  itself. 

They  got  away  to  an  early  start 
in  their  year's  work,  by  having 
their  opening  meeting  the  first 
week  of  school  in  the  form  of  a 
"Big  and  Little  Sister  Party."  A 
new  idea  was  tried  out  in  the  man- 
ner of  giving  out  big  and  little  sis- 
ters, which  proved  very  successful. 
The  third,  fourth  and  fifth  form- 
ers came  in  one  front  door  of  the 
Assembly  Hall,  the  first  formers  in 
the  other,  one  at  a  time  from  each 
door.  They  were  introduced  as 
they  came  in  by  members  of  the 
cabinet  and  second  formers  and 
then  taken  up  to  the  front  of  the 
hall  to  join  in  a  sing-song  which 
was  being  led  by  Jean  Evans,  a 
past  president  of  the  Club.  This 
system  of  getting  big  sisters  did 
away  with  all  trouble  of  making 
lists  and  of  sisters  not  finding  each 
other  which  had  been  present  other 
years.  I  might  add  that  by  some 
bit  of  luck  there  were  just  exactly 
the  same  number  of  Seniors  as 
first  formers,  the  which  had  been 
one  of  the  chief  possible  flaws  in 
the  experiment.  Thev  had  "«cet 
acquainted"  games  and  livelv  in- 
terform  relays  followed  by  refresh- 
ments. The  meeting  closed  by 
Grace  Cowan  leading  the  girls  in 
singing  the  Oakwood  song. 

After  their  first  meeting,  to 
which  all  the  girls  in  the  school  had 
been  invited,  they  thought  that  it 
would  be  a  good  time  to  have  their 
membership  drive  and  over  three 
hundred  and  twenty-five  joined  up. 

Thev  planned  a  hike  for  October 
but  when  the  day  arrived  it  dawn- 
ed, not  "fair  and  clear"  as  the 
"weather  man"  had  been  ordered 
to  make  it,  but  "cloudy  with  show- 


ers in  some  localities,"  (mostly 
ours).  The  cabinet  believing  in 
the  words  "rain  before  seven,  clear 
before  eleven"  and  also  knowing 
the  food  had  been  ordered,  decided 
to  go  ahead  with  it  and  it  did  (the 
rain  I  mean,  it  stopped)  so  in  rub- 
ber boots  and  slickers,  about  a  hun- 
dred and  twenty-five  set  out  from 
the  end  of  the  Yonge  car  line,  about 
two-thirty,  towards  A  r  m  o  u  r 
Heights.  Food  enough  for  two 
hundred  and  fifty  had  been  order- 
ed, so  no  one  went  home  hungry. 
They  had  baseball  games  before 
supper,  and  after,  talk  fests, 
songs,  stories  and  a  Vesper  Service 
around  a  huge  camp-fire — then 
home.  Despite  the  weather  they 
had  one  of  the  best  hikes  ever,  as 
the  girls  who  did  come  out  on  such 
a  day  were  ones  who  really  liked 
hiking. 

By  this  time  they  had  their  In- 
terest Groups  started,  fourteen  dif- 
ferent ones  in  all.  Towards  the 
middle  of  November  they  had  a 
candy  sale,  clearing  about  thirty 
dollars  to  help  with  Christmas  So- 
cial Service. 

The  November  meeting  had  to 
be  postponed  several  times  but  was 
finally  held  on  Tuesday,  November 
27th.  Dr.  Marion  Hilliard  having 
recently  been  in  England  and  dif- 
ferent countries  of  Europe  spoke 
to  them  on  World  Friendship. 
Marjory  Beer  of  Victoria  College 
led  the  girls  in  a  sing-song  of  songs 
of  different  countries.  Then  some 
of  the  girls  put  on  a  tableau.  Dres- 
sed in  costumes  of  different  na- 
tionalities with  a  little  Canadian 
girl  in  middie  and  skirt,  at  the 
front  holding  a  blue  triangle,  they 
formed  a  triangle  and  sang  the  Y. 
W.C.A.,  song.  Then  Kay  Maybee 
finished  our  meeting  by  reading 
the  poem : 
"In    Christ   there   is   no   East   nor 

West, 
In  Him  no  South  nor  North. 
But  one  great  Fellowship  of  Love. 
Throughout  the  whole  wide  earth." 
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or r owe 
Goods 


The  waiter,  pencil  poised,  had 
stood  by  our  table  while  Jack  Clif- 
ford and  even  Eileen  had  impatien- 
tly tried  their  French  on  him.  But 
they  couldn't  make  him  under- 
stand, and  though  he  grinned 
good-naturedly,  I  detected  a  slight 
irritation  in  his  manner.  We  had 
been  in  the  restaurant  nearly  thirty 
minutes  and  all  were  pretty  hungry 
when  I  decided  to  pull  my  trump 
card. 

Casually  beckoning  the  garcon, 
I  asked  him,  "Dindadoo?" 

His  face  brightened  and  he  re- 
plied, "Vergutris  an  owzurelv- 
hoss?" 

"Hokay,  Nick,"  I  answered. 
"Now  bring  us  stooscupshawffee, 
Stooklassamilka,  wanrustabil  sen- 
nawish,  wanlemstooa  an  stoopu- 
kanlins  wit  tserrypie  ana  hickrim." 

"Why,  Arthur!"  exclaimed  my 
bewildered  friends,  "we  didn't 
know  you  could  speak  Greek.  How 
wonderful !" 

And  as  they  admiringly  leaned 
across  the  table,  I  modestly  told 
them  I  had  been  studying  restaur- 
ant Creek  in  my  spare  time.  Eileen 
was  thrilled,  and  later  on,  as  we 
went  home  in  a  taxi,  she  let  me  hold 
her  gloved  hand,  much  to  Clifford's 
discomfiture. 

Why  waste  your  time  studying 
French,  Spanish  or  German  when 
restauranl  Greek  is  what  you 
really  need?  You,  too,  gentle  read- 
er, can  be  the  leader  of  your  set. 
Tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  to- 
day. Unlimited  social  popularity 
and  poise  await  you. 


Mr.  Johnston: — What  is  oxygen? 
Pupil  (asleep  since  geometry  per- 
iod).— An  eight  sided  figure. 

The  Hermes 


1st  Former: — How  do  you  pro- 
nounce the  "p"  in  ptomaine? 

Lordly     Fifth :— Just     like    the 
"z"  in  cat. 

The  Hermes 


Black: — McFarland  is  an  op- 
timist. 

Man: — What  makes  you  think 
that? 

Black : — He  looked  at  a  shirt  he 
had  just  got  back  from  the  laundry 
and  said,  "Oh,  well,  we  needed  new 
lace  curtains  for  the  room  any- 
way!" 


Bryden — I'm  going  to  sing  in 
the  Glee  Club  this  year. 

Lockhart: — Yea?  Why  you've 
just  got  a  drawing-room  voice. 

Bryden  : — Sure,  but  I'm  going  to 
have  my  nose  lifted  so  I  can  be 
heard  in  the  balcony. 

'Act  Victoriana" 


Mr.  Manning:  You  say  that 
Dick  Pollock  has  a  bad  cold  and 
will  be  unable  to  attend  school  to- 
day. 

Who  is  speaking? 

Deep  voice  at  the  end  of  the 
line:  My  father  sir. 

Purple  and  Gold 

Best  plot  for  most  movies  is  one 
in  the  cemetery. 

"Acta  Victoriana." 
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Black  28  (speaking  of  great 
painters)  :  Why  Raphael  could 
change  a  smile  to  a  frown  with  a 
single  stroke  of  the  brush. 
Nobe  '31 :  That's  nothing,  my  ole' 
man  could  do  that  with  the  back 
of  an  ordinary  hair  brush. 

Acadia  Athenaeum 


Helen :  Is  it  true  that  statistics 
prove  women  live  longer  than 
men  ? 

Gimner:  Well,  you  know,  paint 
is  a  great  preservative. 

Acadia  Atlu  naeum 


This 


vou 


Hec.   Hall      (At  Childs) 
isn't  real  Italian  spagetti. 

Fat     Redmond :     How     do 
know? 

Hec :  Because  real  Italian  spa- 
getti drops  off  your  fork  and  goes 
"wap"  on  your  plate. 

Acta   Victorianu 


Beavers: Hey!  Why  does  a  stork 
always  stand  on  one  leg? 

McClean :  Well  ? 

Beavers  :  Because  if  he  pulled  up 

the  other  he'd  fall  down  of  course. 

Acta  Victorians 


Borrowed  Goods 
Mr.  Fallis:  Spence,  what  is  the 
highest  form  of  animal  life? 
Spence :  The  giraffe,  sir. 

Tech.  Toiler. 


Gavin  says :  I'm  glad  I  was  born 
in  a  country  where  I  can  under- 
stand the  language. 

The  Alibi. 


Bond :     Bring    me    some    beer, 
waiter. 

Waiter:  Pale? 

Bond :     No     a     bottle     will     be 
enough. 

Alibi 


The  only  difference  between 
Latin  and  pyorrhoea  is  that  four 
out  of  five  students  haven't  the 
former. 


Bent  '28:  They  tell  me  you  fell 
from  a  three  story  window  last 
summer  and  didn't  hurt  yourself. 

How  was  that? 

Hant  '28:  I  had  my  light  fall 
overcoat  on. 

Actia  Athenaeum 


Foreman :  Here     now.     Holmes, 
what  about  carrying  some  bricks?... 

Holmes:   I'm  not     feeling     well 
gov'nor,  I'm  trembling  all  over. 

Foreman :     Well     then,     lend  a 
hand  with  the  sieve. 

"The  Collegian." 


dweii  Anderson  thinks  that  the 
flaming  youth  is  the  boy  who  stood 
on  the  burning  deck. 

"Midland  Review" 


Mary  Black :  Horse-back  riding 
makes  my  head  ache. 

Casper:  That's  funny,  it  affects 
me  just  the  opposite. 

"Echoes." 


Wandering  one :  I'm  lost. 
Red:    Is  there  any  reward   out 
for  you? 

Wandering  one :  No. 

Red :  Then  you're  still  lost. 

"Acta  Victoriana." 


It  always  makes  me  laugh 

So  wonderful  a  treat 
To  see  an  athlete  run  a  mile 

And  only  move  two  feet. 

"Acadia  Athanaeum" 


Hotel  Clerk:  Just  in  from  Chi- 
cago, I  see.  Mr.  Shales. 

Mr.  Shales :   No ;  that's  a  moth 
hole  in  my  lapel. 

"The  Lantern" 


For  the  dental  association  we 
suggest  the  slogan,  "Be  true  to 
your  teeth  or  they  will  be  false  to 
you." 

The   Lantern 
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Ethel:  Where  is  my  polygon? 
Evelyn  :  L"p  your  geoma-tree. 

"The  Collegian." 


Eleanor:  1  was  crossing  the 
street  the  other  day  when  I  step- 
ped in  a  puddle  and  got  ray  skirt 
wet. 

Hugh  :  Did  the  fall  hurt  you? 

"Acadia  Athanaeum" 


Jack  Scott :  Say  why  do  they 
call  Christmas  the  Yule  season? 

Bert  Moore — 'Cause  it  means 
Yule  have  to  buy  this  and  Yule 
have  to  buy  that  and  Yule  get  two 
handkerchiefs  and  a  pair  of  socks 
in  exchange. 

"Acta  Victoriana." 


Host :  What  do  you  think  of  my 
cigars  ?  I  got  them  from  an  aviator. 

Guest :  What  does  he  use  them 
for?  Sky  Writing? 

D.  M.  C.  I.  Breezes. 


Hero  (in  broken,  anguish-stric- 
ken tones)  :  "Will  you  miss  me? 

Voice  from  "Peanut  Gallery"  : 
"Not  unless  you  duck  pretty 
quick." 

D.  M.  C.  I.  Breezes. 


Pome 
Comes  lass; 
Sees  lad, 
Not  so  bad 
In  class. 
Acts  coy; 
Eyes  brown, 
Chic  gown, 
Gets  boy. 
Her  date 
All  wet; 
Won't  pet ; — 
Gets  gate. 

The  Recorder. 


Autumn  3KHinbs 

When  autumn  winds  are  blowing 

There  is  something  in  the  air 
That  sets  my  feet  a-dancing, 

My  thoughts  fly  everywhere. 
I  feel  just  like  the  gayest  leaf 

That  sails  on  the  western  breeze, 
I  feel  just  like  a  fleecy  cloud 

Far  away  above  the  trees. 

H.  S.  K,  VB. 


The    Sr..,it-t   Rhd  Tht  Dnio 
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The  1928-1929  Cabinet     of  the 
Association 
Advisory  Officer— Miss  Reade 
Presidnet — Isobel  Archibald 
Vice-President — Helen  Dingle 
Secretary— Rhona  Yorke 
Treasurer — Betty  Edwards 
BASEBALL 

Unfortunately  no  inter-school 
baseball  games  were  played  this 
year.  In  former  years  with  all  the 
various  other  activities  it  was 
found  difficult  to  arrange  games, 
and  the  short  season  made  our  ef- 
forts hardly  worth  while.  It  seems 
rather  too  bad  that  we  cannot 
substitute  a  few  hockey  games. 
Basketball 

The  probable  result  of  our  com- 
ing basketball  campaigns  is  still  an 
unknown  quantity.  Players  have 
been  devoting  much  of  their  time  to 
practice,  but  as  yet  the  teams  which 
will  represent  the  dark  blue,  light 
blue  and  gold  have  not  been  chosen. 
May  we  take  this  opportunity  of 
wishing  the  girls  every  success  in 
their  games  this  winter. 
Swimming 

Although  this  branch  of  our 
sporting  activities  has  not  flour- 
ished as  strongly  perhaps  as  oth- 
ers, great  hopes  are  held  out  for 
its  success  this  year.  We  have 
some  mighty  fine  swimmers  in  the 
school,  and  since  the  majority  of 


these  are  in  the  lower  forms,  pros- 
pects are  bright  for  several  years 
to  come.  Mr.  Hunt,  the  candy  and 
ice  cream  man,  has  donated  a  cup 
for  annual  competition  in  the  high 
school  relay  swim,  and  this  year 
the  Oakwood  team  promises  to 
make  a  good  bid  for  the  event  and 
bring  that  cup  up  where  it  belongs. 
The  Masquerade 
On  the  afternoon  of  November 
the  third,  many  members  of  the 
Girls'  Athletic  Association  assem- 
bled in  the  artistically  decorated 
auditorium  for  the  annual  Hallo- 
we'en Masquerade.  The  party  was 
formally  opened  by  the  grand 
march,  during  which  the  judges, 
Mrs.  Kirby,  Miss  Hanna  and  Miss 
Quail  selected  the  prize-winning 
costumes.  Doris  Wood,  represent- 
ing Satan,  was  awarded  first 
place,  and  Dorothy  Gawsey,  in  an 
attractive  Russian  costume,  car- 
ried off  second  place  honors.  Dur- 
ing the  remainder  of  the  afternoon 
the  dance  numbers  were  interrup- 
ted while  Dot  Hewitt  and  Mary 
Meen  put  on  a  very  clever  skit,  en- 
titled "Engaging  Bermaline,"  and 
Rose  Levi  entertained  us  with  a 
solo  dance.  Eleanor  Thompson  had 
the  lucky  birthday  and  won  the 
prize  for  that  dance.  The  after- 
noon closed  after  refreshments 
had  been  served  in  the  household 
science  room. 
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We  always  laugh  at  teacher's  jokes 
No  matter  what  they  be, 

Not  because  they're  funny, 
But  because  it's  policy. 

"Echoes,"  Regina 

There  was  an  old  man  from  Ken- 

ora, 
Who  went  out  to  see  the  aurora, 
When  the  aurora  was  o'er, 
He  said,  "Let's  see  some  more,, 
1    like    the    aurora,    begorra,    be- 

gorra." 

"Purple  and  White,"  Kenora 


(k'tting  out  a  year  book  is  no  pic- 
nic, 

If  we  print  jokes,  folks  say  we  are 
silly, 

If  we  don't  they  say  we  are  too 
serious, 

If  we  publish  original  matter,  they 
say  we  lack  variety, 

If  we  publish  things  from  other 
papers,  we  are  too  lazy  to 
write, 

If  we  don't  print  contributions,  we 
don't  show  proper  apprecia- 
tion, 

II   we  do  print  them,  the  paper  is 
filled  with  junk. 

Like  as  not  some  fellow  will  say 
we  swiped  this  from  anoth- 
er paper, 

So  we  did. 

"Quidnunc,"  Cornwall 

Ere  the  last  hope  of  passing  dies, 
Ere  all  my  future  dreams  depart, 


My  beauty  sleep  I'll  sacrifice 
And  take  my  crib,  and  make  a 
start, 
I'll  learn  this  piece  (it  may  be  set) , 

Lest  1  forget,  lest  I  forget. 
Scattered,  my  ideas  melt  away, 
Too  soon  they'll  dwindle  and  ex- 
pire, 
My  head,  compared  with  yesterday, 
Feels  like  a  badly  punctured  tyre, 
Crib  of  my  master,  aid  me  yet, 
Lest  I  forget,  lest  I  forget. 

"McMaster  Monthly" 


There  was  an  old  lady  of  Kent, 
Who  travelled  wherever  she  went, 
She  moved  when  she  walked, 
And  spoke  when  she  talked, 
And  whenever  she  stooped  she  was 

bent. 
"Bishop's     College,"     Lennoxville, 

Que. 


Proudly  the   trees   hold    up   their 

arms, 
Ablaze  with  jewels, 
And  drip  bright  spears  of  light, 
That  stab  with  silver  fire, 
The  blue  of  heaven. 

"Vulcan,"  Central  Tech. 

Under    this    crumbling    heap    of 
stones 
Lies    a    man    who    wrote    some 
poems, 
'Tis  said  his  spirit  often  groans, 
For  they  buried  his  sonnets  with 
his  bones. 
"D. M.C.I.  Breezes,"  Winnips  ■•; 
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Senior  Junior 

S.  Hudson,  flying  wing,  J.  Cowan 

halves 


outsides 


subs. 


H.  Arnup 

B.  Fenner 

H.  Romberg. 

A.  Messinger 

B.  Stevenson 
R.  Clark 

D.  MacLean 
A.  MacPherson 

C.  Chambers 
R.  Mustard 

F.  Reid 
W.  Bryers 

A.  Dougan 
G.  Rumble 

E.  Gazey 

L.  Wagman 

P.  Reid. 

B.  Vaughn 
D.  Taylor 

E.  Chankin 
C.  Cole 
R.  King 
With  a  Senior  team  doomed  to 
defeat,  and  a  Junior  team  of  un- 
known calibre,  the  rugby  season 
presented  a  none-too-pleasing  as- 
pect. The  Seniors  "upheld  our 
traditions,"  by  passing  out  in  the 
heat  of  a  battle  with  old  Leap 
Year  Jinks.  But,  whoopee!  what  a 
younger  set.  Out  of  a  squad  well 
up  in  the  fifties,  Mr.  Horning  pick- 
ed an  aggregation  of  stars  equal 
to  any  this  illustrious  college  has 
produced. 


G.  Keppie 

D.  Stainton 

A.  Diehl 

T.  Farha      quarter 

T.  Hozack       snap 

J.  Dyce  insides 

W.  Dellabough 

A.  Medlock     mid. 
H.  Owens 
W.  Burnie 

B.  MacLean 
A.  Reid 
M.  Tozman 
D.  Ritchie 
A.  Kaplan 
R.  Hunt 
J.  Hozack 
D.  Kingsberg 
W.  Mark 


As  usual,  the  season  got  under 
way  with  a  couple  of  exhibition 
games  which  we  won,  of  course. 
Abbreviated  Friday's  began  on 
October  5th.,  and  ended,  alas!  on 
November  11th.,  which,  incidental- 
ly, was  a  Wednesday. 

The  Seniors  landed  a  sock  on  old 
L.  Y.  Jinks'  jaw  by  winning  the 
first  game  of  the  season.  Farah  & 
Co.,  took  the  Harbordites  into 
camp  to  the  tune  of  15  to  5.  Med- 
lock, who  learned  how  to  plunge 
helping  his  mother  shop  at  Lob- 
law's  on  Saturday  nights,  and 
Stainton,  who  always  keeps  in 
trim  by  making  spirited  dashes  for 
the  door  when  the  bell  rings  for 
lunch,  scintillated.  The  daily  news- 
papers remarked  that  "Oakwood 
does  not  look  as  powerful  as  the 
team  that  won  the  senior  cham- 
pionship last  sesaon,  lacking  its 
great  backfield,  although  the  line 
is  as  strong  as  ever."  But,  between 
you  and  me  and  the  gate-post,  a 
certain  gentleman  named  James 
Greig  would  have  made  a  differ- 
ence on  that  line. 

The  Juniors  stepped  into  the 
Harbord  representatives  and  des- 
pite the  fine  tackling  of  M.  Cohen 
of  the  visitors,  "Artful  Arthur" 
Messinger  directed  an  assault 
which  resulted  in  a  16  to  5  win  for 
our  lads.  Three  new  planets  swam 
into  our  ken  in  the  form  of  "Much- 
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er"  MacPherson,  a  diminutive 
Jimmp  Greig,  Harold  Arnup  of  the 
flying-  feet  and  fists,  and  Bruce 
Fenner,  the  find  of  the  season. 
One  rabid  rugby  fan  asks  "can  any 
good  thing  come  out  of  soccer?" 
and,  boy,  what  an  answer! 

On  Oct.  12th,  the  St.  Clair 
school,  as  they  call  us  in  the  pap- 
ers, scored  a  double  win  over 
Commerce.  The  seniors'  experience 
proved  the  deciding  factor  against 
an  inexperienced  Commerce  team. 
Hozak,  the  hefty,  scored  a  try  and 
Stainton,  in  fine  form,  kicked 
eight  points.  The  game  ended  with 
Oakwood  on  the  heavy  end  of  a 
13  to  5  score.  Mr.  Dunkley  was 
genuinely  worried  as  it  looked  as 
though  the  lads  were  going  to  win 
the  championship  and  then  what 
would  happen  to  that  celebrated 
Jinx? 

The  Junior  game  was  a  runaway 
for  Oakwood,  the  rangy  Fenner 
leading  the  stampede  with  his  long 


dashes  in  the  open  field.  All  the 
Oakwood  backs  took  a  turn  at  long 
runs  after  breaking  through  the 
Commerce  line  or  around  the  ends. 
The  score  was  24  to  1. 

This  was  Bloor's  year  in  Senior 
Rugby  and  our  old  friends  below 
the  tracks  produced  a  team  which 
need  not  take  a  back  seat  in  any 
rugby  realm.  This  is  all  leading  up 
to  the  declaration  of  Jimmy 
Loftus,  well  known  sports  writer, 
that  this  year's  city  champions  are 
not  in  the  same  class  as  the  Gil- 
more,  Greig,  Dargavel,  Reid  com- 
bination of  last  year.  Well  that's 
some  consolation !  At  quarter  time 
Oakwood  was  leading  1  to  0,  and 
by  the  half-way  period  it  had  de- 
veloped into  a  neck-and-neck  race, 
each  with  five  points.  Bloor  added 
two  points  in  the  third  and  two 
touches  in  the  last  when  the  huge 
crowd  packed  the  field  and  dark- 
ness hid  the  ball. 


JUNIOR  SOCCER  TEAM 


Back    Row:    F.   W.   Blathwayt,  M.   Miller,   R.  Neeb,  Hodges,  Ramsay,  Powell, 

R.  A.  Gray. 
Middle   Row:  D.   French,   Rawlinson,  Packer,  G.   Bastine,  J.  Fife. 
Front   Row:  Chatell,  dishing.  Van   Raalt,   L.   Fenner. 
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The  Bloor  Juniors  proved  easy 
for  Mr.  Homing's  thundering 
herd.  The  score  was  16  to  0.  Those 
who  shone,  but  there's  no  point  in 
reproducing  the  line-up  here.  On 
Tuesday,  Western  Tech.  succum- 
bed 39  to  0,  while  the  Oakwoorl 
stars  played  the  funeral  march  and 
the  water-boy  ran  wild  with  the 
pail. 

Mr.  Dunkley  had  it  all  planned 
that  Humberside  was  to  fall  but 
neglected  to  tell  them.  The  rascally 
ruffians  eradicated  us  10  to  7 
in  a  bruising  battle  and  our  chan- 
ces went  out  the  window.  All  this 
despite  the  brilliant  tackling  of 
"Little  Bruce"  MacLean  and  the 
plunging  of  "Big  Wally"  Delia- 
bough.  The  mighty  midgets  under 
the  leadership  of  Art  Messinger 
flashed  around  the  ends,  tore 
through  the  middle  and  scampered 
down  the  broken  field  as  though 
they  enjoyed  it.  This  marvellous 
Humberside  Collegiate  detests  de- 
feat so  "Messy"  didn't  bear  down 
too  hard.  He  let  them  off  with  a 
14-7  beating. 

Harbord  was  to  vanquish  Hum- 
berside while  Oakwood  was  defeat- 
ing Parkdale,  thus  tying  up  second 
place.  We  carved  out  a  4  to  0  vic- 
tory, but  Harbord  fell  down.  So 
passed  the  Seniors! 

The  Parkdale  youngsters  were 
white-washed  by  the  Fenner-Ar- 
nup-Messinger  clan  11  to  0.  Shad- 
es of  Teddy  Reeves,  but  how  that 
lanky  lad  McLean  leans  on  that 
line! 

Our  Juniors  seventh  consecutive 
win  was  from  N.  Toronto  in  the 
semi-finals.  Bloor  and  Malvern 
furnished  a  curtain-raiser  for  this 
important  tilt.  The  losers  termed 
it  a  beastly  day  but  we  did  not 
mind  it  so  much.  Mr.  Homing's 
proteges  ripped  out  a  22  to  1  vic- 
tory, and  the  result  was  never  in 
doubt.  As  Oakwood  and  A.  W. 
Dunkley  are  synonomous  the  pa- 
pers lost  no  time  in  vigorously  as- 
serting that    the    afore-mentioned 
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THE  OAKWOOD  ORACLE 

SENIOR  SOCCER  TEAM 


Back   Row:   F.   W.    Blathwayt,  J.    Fenelon,    W.    Whittall,    I.   Kemp,   Cochrane, 

E.  Fitkin,  W.  Ramsay,  I.  Bailey,  R.  A.  Gray. 
Middle   Row:   K.  Dickson,  G.   Bailey,   S.   Brodie,  C.   Baggs,   B.  Gray. 
Front  Row:  F.  Hooper,  J.  Cross. 


gentleman  had  another  team  in  the 
city  finals. 

At  12  m.  Wednesday,  October 
14th.,  the  whole  school  left  for 
Varsity  Stadium.  Oakwood's  op- 
ponents were  an  undefeated  aggre- 
gation from  Malvern  Collegiate 
coached  by  Teddy  Reeves.  The 
papers  called  them  to  win  but,  of 
course,  they  did  not  know  about 
Fenner. 

The  first  quarter  was  even,  with 
the  rival  kickers  getting  good  dis- 
tance although  McKenzie,  of  Mal- 
vern, was  kicking  almost  too  far 
for  his  wings.  Malvern  led  2  to  1 
at  the  quarter,  but  two  blocked 
kicks  put  them  on  the  defensive. 
Oakwood  first  tied  the  score  with  a 
rouge,  and  then,  after  another 
Malvern  fumble,  Fenner  grabbed 
a  long  low  Malvern  kick  and  raced 
forty  yards  for  a  touch,  making  il 
7-2  at  the  half. 


|     No-Mo-Odo  50c 

=  The  All  Canadian  Harmless 
i  Corrective  for  Excessive 
j    Perspiration. 


Manufactured  by 

C.  G.  WHEBBY 

Phm.  B. 

261  Avenue  Road 
TORONTO 

"Professional    Pharmacy" 

Telephones:  Ran.    3892 

Prescriptions:  Ran.  0223 
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The  second  half  was  featured  by 
Malvern's  great  plunging  offen- 
sives. Their  first  60-yard  march 
ended  on  the  Oakwood  10-yard 
line  on  a  fumble.  An  Oakwood 
muff,  however,  gave  them  a  chan- 
ce to  boot  over  for  a  point.  In  the 
last  quarter  the  Red  and  Black 
fired  up  the  old  steam  roller  again 
but  our  gritty  lads  tightened  on 
their  five-yard  line.  When  Malvern 
tried  for  yards  on  a  plunge  instead 
of  chancing  an  onside  kick  their 
big  drive  died  dismally  on  our 
3-yard  line.. 

"Three  minutes  to  go"  says  the 
referee,  and  four  hours  later  he 
blows  his  whistle.  What  a  relief! 
The  east-enders  had  only  been  able 
to  snatch  one  point.  "Oakwood 
won  because  they  had  heads  as 
well  as  hands  and  feet,"  was  the 
consensus  of  opinion. 


THE  OAKWOOD  ORACLE 

Malcolm    Robb    contributed   the 
following: 

It's  nice  to  sing  a  little  song 
About  the  Oakwood  teams. 
With  cow-bells  ringing  with  a  bong 
We  fought  and  made  our  screams. 
Mustard  is  the  fair-haired  boy 
With  beautiful  complexion ; 
He  does  not  dare  go  near  the  girls, 
For  fear  of  their  affection. 
Arnup  is  the  little  chap 
Who  always  does  his  best, 
Those     of     them     who're     brave 

enough, 
Get  straight-armed  in  the  vest. 
Bruce  Fenner  has  a  mighty  boot 
And  kicks  just  like  a  wizard; 
And  when  they    try  to    stop    his 
They  get  it  in  the  gizzard. 
Romberg  is  the  fastest  guy 
Upon  the  Junior  team ; 
And  when  he  flits  around  the  end, 
We're  proud,  and  yell,  and  scream. 


SENIOR   RUGBY  TEAM 


B 


Mi 


L.  Grifi 


k  Row:  W.  Prince,  W.  Burnie,  A.  W.  Dunkle. 

J.  Cowan. 
Middle  Row:  M.  Tozman,  W.  Burch,  W.  Mark,  G.  Keppy,  D.  Stainton,  A.  Diehl. 
Front  Row:  A.  Kaplan,  A.  Medlock,  D.  Kingsberg,  A.  Reid,  M.  Robb  (mascot), 

J.  Dyce,  J.  Hozak,  N.  Owens. 
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Oh !  Dellabough's  the  fastest  lad 
L'pon  the  Senior  team; 
With  curly  hair  and  lots  of  dare 
Big  Wally,  the  maiden's  dream. 


THE  SOCCER  TEAM 

Captain— W.  Brodie,  Wettall, 
Baggs,  Ramsay,  G.  Bailey,  Dick- 
son, Cockrane,  Gray  I.  Bailey, 
Hooper,  Cross. 

Spares,  Fetkins,  Fenelon,  Kemp. 

Wet  weather  dogged  our  soccer 
this  year,  but  brought  good  luck  in 
its  train. 

Commerce  Seniors  defaulted  to 
Oak-wood  and  Bloor  tied  us.  Hum- 
berside  Seniors  were  signally  de- 
feated after  a  tough  naval  battle. 
The  field  was  submerged,  making 
it  necessary  to  use  subs. 

The  Humberside  victory  over 
Bloor  left  Oakwood  Seniors  the 
winners  of  the  western  group. 

On  Nov.  20th.,  we  met  the  bril- 
liant Riverdale  players  at  Hamp- 
den Park  and  won  a  muddy  vic- 
tory.   Score  2—0. 


Visit  our  shop  at  Oakwood 
and  St.  Clair  in  your  luncheon 
hour  or  after  school.  We 
have  something  to  suit  every 
taste. 


%m 


24  Shops 

G> Q 
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The  first  half  began  with  a  short 
lived  rush  by  Riverdale.  Oakwood 
got  the  ball  and  swept  up  the  field. 
Our  forwards  tried  two  shots  in 
quick  succession.  The  eastern  goal- 
ie saved  and  the  playing  surged 
back  to  centi'e.  Riverdale  got  down 
but  Brodie  starred.  He  made  sev- 
eral fine  saves,  despite  the  greasy 
ball. 

During  the  remainder  of  the 
half,  Oakwood  held  its  own. 

In  the  second  half  Oakwood  got 
the  slight  wind  and  pushed  back 
their  opponents.  There  was  a 
fierce  and  muddy  struggle.  A 
Riverdale  fellow  emerged  from  the 
morass  and  supported  by  the  rest 
of  his  team  rushed  up  the  field. 
Brodie  and  a  crooked  shot  saved 
for  Oakwood. 

Upon  the  kick  the  Oakwoodites 
tore  down  the  field.  There  was  a 
flash  of  red.  Dickson  had  scored 
a  freak  goal.  The  ball  was  centred 
and  play  was  evenly  matched  till 
Oakwood  gradually  got  within 
striking  distance.  Irwin  Bailey 
struck  two  goals  for  us.  The  re- 
mainder of  the  game  was  finished 
mostly  in  Riverdale  territory. 

The  team  worked  together  ex- 
cellently owing  to  Mr.  Blathwayt's 
untiring  efforts  during  the  whole 
season.  He  devoted  a  great  deal  of 
time  and  thought  to  the  team  and  I 
feel  certain  that  we  could  have  no 
better  coach  than  he. 


THE  OAKWOOD  ORACLE 


THE  GIFT  THAT  IS 
SURE  TO  PLEASE 


Every  now  and  then  you  want 
to  give  some  one  a  choice  gift — 
something  just  a  little  different 
from  the  ordinary  purchase — 
something  that  says  "Quality" 
as  soon  as  it  is  opened. 
That  "something"  is  a  box  of 
Neilson's  Chocolates. 

Not  only  are  they  beautifully 
packaged — with  designs  per- 
formed by  some  of  the  best  Can- 
adian artists — but  the  chocolates 
themselves  are  entirely  distinc- 
tive with  their  unique  and  de- 
lightful centres,  so  daintly  en- 
robed with  the  smoothest  and 
finest  chocolate  coatings. 
Prices  are  60c,  75c  and  $1  per 
pound.  The  same  QUALITY 
runs  all  through — its  the  assort- 
ment that  makes  the  difference 
in  price. 

There  is  a  Neilson    dealer   near 
you. 


CHOCOLATES 

THE  CHOCOLATES  THAT  ARE  DIFFERENT 
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House-League   Final 

On  Friday,  November  16th,  the 
House-League  final  was  played  at 
Crang's  Stadium.  It  was  dull  and 
drizzly,  making-  rugby  playing 
quite  difficult.  The  two  teams 
playing  were  those  of  Waddel  and 
Edmunds.  YVaddel's  team  had  gone 
through  the  season  without  a  de- 
feat, while  Edmund's  team  had 
been  beaten  once  by  YVaddel's 
Warriors  by  the  score  of  2-1. 

The  scoring  began  in  the  first 
quarter  when  Howes  grabbed  a 
loose  ball  behind  Edmunds'  line 
and  ran  fifty  yards  for  a  touch- 
down.  In  the  next  quarter  Ed- 
munds' team  evened  up  the  score 
when  Day  galloped  around  the  end 
for  a  touchdown.  Then  Waddel's 
opposing    musketeers     bombarded 


the  enemy's  citadel  for  an  addi- 
tional five  points.  This  was  all  the 
scoring  in  the  first  half,  making 
the  score  10-5. 

The  last  half  of  the  game  was  a 
walk  away,  or,  more  correctly 
speaking,  a  runaway  for  Waddel  & 
Co.  They  demonstrated  quite  han- 
dily the  superiority  of  concentrat- 
ed effort  over  the  limited  powers 
of  Edmunds  Limited.  The  final 
score  was  22-5  with  Waddel  and 
his  team  holding  the  double  digits. 

For  the  winners  Waddel,  Hazel- 
wood  and  Howes,  played  a  flashy 
game.  These  generals  inspired 
their  men  to  mighty  efforts  and 
as  a  result  the  whole  team  dis- 
played stellar  rugby.  The  losers 
played  very  well  but  lacked  the 
punch  that  is  so  necessary  in  a 
winning  aggregation. 


""E 


WARM,  SNAPPY  OUTFITS  FOR 
ALL  WINTER  SPORTS! 
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HOYS'  OWN   STOKE 


BOYS'  WHIPCORD   BREECHES 
$4..-)0  and  $5.50 

Of  good  quality  wool  whip-cord  with 
leather  strappings  between  the  knees  or 
leather  patches  over  the  knees.  Top  pockets 
and  laced  bottoms,  splendid  for  hard  wear. 
Sizes  6  to   16  years,  $4.50  and  $5.50. 

Boys'  Leather  Windbreakers 

Sizes  8  to  16  years $9.50 

Sizes   17  to   18  years  $10.50 

The  ideal  Windbreaker  for  the  active  boy. 
They're  exceedingly  durable  and  wind- 
proof — so  serviceable  for  school  or  sports 
wear.  Snugly  lined  throughout  with  good 
quality   plush.     In   tan   or  chocolate   shades. 


SECOND  FLOOR  WEST 
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frothy  unseen  bubbles 
Round  our  classroom  play, 
Our  scholastic  troubles 
These  they  laugh  away. 

Here  we  write  'em, 
ope  you'll  like  em! 


1TV  -      ■  -  -■ 
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Popular  Lies 
"I  left  my  book  at  home." 
"Your  hat  is  simply  adorable." 
"Honest,     I     didn't     study    one 

teeny  bit." 

"I   haven't  been   to  a  show  for 

ages." 

"I'll  pay  back  next  week." 
"I've  never  loved  another." 
We'll  be  home  early. 


Songs  And   Their  Remindt  rs 

"That's  My    Weakness    Now"— 
Those  cream  puffs  in  the  caf ! 

"Old     Man     Sunshine."  —  One 
guess  ? 

"Angela  Mia" — Jim  Hozack. 
"Laugh,  Clown,  Laugh." — This 
means  you. 

"Was  It  a  Dream?" — A  pass  in 
Trig.   (Yes  it  was.) 

"Get   Out  and  Get    Under    the 
Moon." — The  order  of  the  boot. 

"I  Can't  Give  You  Anything  But 
Love." — Scottish  Anthem. 

"Sonny  Boy." — Bob  Mustard. 

"Lovely  Lady." — Vera  Sheldon. 

"Tin  Pan  Parade." — Oakwood's 
Georgian  Pioom. 


The  other  day  Jackson   invited 
the  gang  to  Hunt's  and  said  "Have 


anything  you  like  —this  is  on  me." 
That's  right—laugh— this  is  a  joke. 

The  Good  Book  says :  "Love  one 
another." 

May  Adams,  says :  "Love  one, 
then  another." 


Some  love  to  go  to  the  movies — 
others  go  to  the  movies  to  love. 

The  real  time  saver  is  the  fel- 
low who  does  his  "daily  dozen"  in 
class. 


They  laughed  when  I  sat  down 
at  the  piano — some  blamed  fool 
had  removed  the  stool. 

When  there  is  nothing  more  to 
be  said  some  book  always  says  it. 


"I  guess  I've  lost  another  pupil," 
said  the  professor  as  his  glass  eye 
dropped  down  the  kitchen  sink. 


Kirkland :  Say,  do  you  sing  so- 
prano? 

"Red"  Lawrence :  Sure — how 
does  the  first  verse  start? 
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Now :  Whore  can  I  get  some  spe- 
cimen's of  bugs? 

Pearlsteen  :  Search  me ! 


Miss  Gilray:  Conjugate  the  verb 
to  smile.  Miss  Mehr. 

Bernice:  Je  smile,  tu  giggle,  il 
laugh,  nous  roarons,  vous  splitz, 
ils  bustent. 


Al   Dick :   Did  ya  hear  the  one 
about  the  dirty  shirt? 
Kingsberg:  No. 
Al:  Well,  that's  one  on  you! 


Manager:  Why,  this  lion  is 
tame!  He'd  eat  off  your  hand. 

Leviticus :  Yas  suh !  An  he'd  eat 
off  mah  leg  too ! 


Sir  Galahad :  Mister.did  you  hit 
that  little  girl? 

Dragon  :  Yes,  and  what  of  it? 

Galahad :  Gosh,  what  an  awful 
wallop ! 


A  flea  and  a  fly  in  a  flue 

Got  caught,  so  what  could  they 

do? 
Said  the  flea,  "Let  us  fly." 
Said  the  fly,  "Let  us  flee." 
So  they  flew  thru  a  flaw  in  the 

flue ! 

There  was  a     gay     lad     called 

Speedie, 
He  collected  alms  for  the  needy. 
He  spent  it  on  lunch,  treated  the 

bunch, 


Did 


the     poor 
indeedy! 


get     any 


No 


In  a  taxi  a  girl  can  be  gay. 
In  a  roadster  she  can  be  jolly, 
But   the  gii'l   worth   while 
Is  the  girl  that  can  smile 
When   you  take  her  home   in   a 
trolley. 

French  students  are  convinced 
that  idiomatic  expressions  are  the 
i mentions  of  idiots. 


Actor  (to  director)  :  After  I 
jump  off  the  cliff  into  the  rapids, 
who  rescues  me? 

Director:  Oh  that's  all  right— 
you  don't  appear  again. 


Her  mother:  Yes,  Gordon,  you 
may  come  and  see  Grace  to-mor- 
row night  but  remember,  the  lights 
go  out  at  ten ! 

Gord :  I'll  be  there  at  ten. 


Wanted :  Man  for  gardening, 
also  to  take  charge  of  cow,  who 
can  sing  in  choir  and  blow  the 
organ. 

Apply  to  R.  U.  Willing. 


Wanted:  Smart  lad,  must  be 
strictly  honest  and  quick  at  pick- 
ing up  things. 


Miss  Reade:  Is  "in  arms"  neces- 
sarily a  military  phrase? 


Get  off  your  feet  and  let  your 
thoughts  circulate. 


Mr.  Browne :  What  is  a  mono- 
logue? 

Byers :  A  conversation  between 
a  book  agent  and  a  prospect. 


Jackson :  Have  you  forgotten 
that  you  owe  me  two  bits? 

Maxwell :  No,  not  yet — give  me 
time. 


Mr.  Dunkley :  Davies,  translate 
"Pax  in  bellum." 

Davies :  Freedom  from  indiges- 
tion. 


Visitor:  Does  Murray  Johnston, 
a  student,  live  here? 

Landlady:  Well,  Murray  John- 
ston lives  here,  but  I  thought  he- 
was  a  night  watchman. 


Ethel  (reading  sign  over  ticket- 
office)  :  Oh  Harry,  it  says  "Entire 
balcony  fifty  cents."  Let's  get  it  so 
we'll  be  all  alone. 
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SKATING 


—AT 


Oakwood  Park 

Alberta  and  St.  Clair  Avenues 
Largest  Ece  Surface  in  the  City 

12  Piece  Band  Every  Night 


A  Season's  Ticket 

I 

An  Ideal  Xmas  Gift 

I 

LADIES  $3.00                                                   GENTS  $4.00 

\ 

Free  Parking  Space  for  200  Cars 

J 

Rink  Phone  Hill.  4028 

1 

INFORMATION 

| 

J.  G.  CRANG 

1 

156  Oakwood  Avenue                                    Hillcrest  2779 

r"i 
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W  |TH   &E.LI-S    ON 

Marks:  Gee,  when  a  fellow's 
broke,  his  friends  won't  help  him. 

Morel :  But  worse  still,  when  a 
fellow  has  lots  of  dough,  they  help 
themselves. 


Did  you  ever  have  your  palm 
read  ? 

Naw.  They  use  a  paddle  at  my 
place. 

Definition :  A  senior  is  a  person 
who  stands  and  waits  for  a  fresh- 
man to  come  and  push  the  revolv- 
ing door. 


Dogone  this  Indian  underwear— 
always  creeping  up  on  me. 


ask 


Doud :     Did  your     mother 
what  time  you  come  in? 

Peggy :  Yes,  I  told  her  a  quarter 
of  twelve. 

First  Ditto  :  But  it  was  after  one 
when  we  left  the  place. 

Also:  Well,  a  quarter  of  twelve 
is  three  isn't  it? 

Mr.  Dunkley:  Maclean,  what  are 
you  doing  back  there?       Are  you 
learning  something? 
Maclean  (hastily  concealing  novel)  : 
No,  sir,  I'm  listening  to  you. 


.Mr.  I  Islington  (in  P.T.  period): 
Why,  you  lazy  loafers,  when  I  was 
a  boy  your  age  I  thought  nothing 
of  chopping  wood  all  day! 


Doug  Stainton: 
much  of  it  myself. 


I  don't     think 


Delabough  (in  dressing  room) : 
Hi !    Where's  my  swimmin'  trunks  ? 

Medlock :  I  don't  know.  Where's 
my  flvin'  suitcases? 


Salesman :  Do  you  want  this  suit 
with  a  belt  in  the  back  and  a  cuff 
on  the  pants? 

Hozack:  Say,  do  you  wanna  sock 
in  the  eye? 


Burch:  Did  you  have  a  date  at 
the  rugby  game  yesterday? 
Ritchie :  Yeah  !    Who  won  ? 


Kelly :  I  asked  if  I  could  see  her 
home. 

Owens:  What  did  she  say? 

Kelly :  Said  she  would  send  me  a 
picture  of  it. 


Sanigan:  Are  you  the  man  who 
cut  my  hair  last  time  ? 

Barber:  I  don't  think  so;  I've 
only  been  working  here  six  months. 


Mr.  Hanna  (in  Modern  History 
class)  :  What  was  the  most  popular 
recreation  of  the  feudal  lords  ? 

Betty  Walters :  Riding  the  serf. 


She   dances  like  a  poem — "The 
Charge  of  the  Light  Brigade." 


You  could  tell  what  a  smart  guy 
he  was!  He  always  looked  both 
directions  when  crossing  a  one-way 
street. 


T 

THAT  CROSHIN'    FCCLING 
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|  Canada's  Foremost 
Neighborhood    Theatres 

THERE'S  ONE  JUST  AROUND   THE  CORNER 

FROM  YOUR  HOME.  I 

1  Where  the  best  in  motion  picturt  entertainment  may  be  found.  [ 
\  Courteous  service,  comfortable,  cozy,  clean,  the  ideal  place  for  an  \ 
j      evening's  enjoyment  for  Brother,  Sister,  Mother  and  Dad.  I 

Palace  Alhambra  York 

1         (I)anforth  and  Pape)  (Bloor  at   Bathurst)  (Yonge  and  Bloor)  i 

St.  Clair  Parkdale  Christie 

(St.   Clair  West)  (West    Queen    St.)  (665  St.  Clair)  \ 

College  Oakwood  Beaver 

(960  College  St.)  (Oakwood)  (2942   Dundas   W->  j 

Danforth  Beach  Bedford 

E  (Danforth  at  Broad-  (North   Yonge  St.)  = 

i  view)  (1969  Queen    St.    East)  | 

Capitol  Belsize 

=  *  ( Danforth  at  Dawes         = 

i       (Yonge   at    Castlefield)  (Mt.   Pleasant   Road)  Road)  I 

Prince  of  Wales  Eastwood 

(Danforth  at   Woodbine)  (Gerrard  at  Ashdale) 

Gerrard 

(Gerrard  at  Woodbine)  j 

|  ASK  THE  CASHIER  ABOUT  SCRIP  BOOKS.  THEY  SAVE  | 
|  1'OU  MONEY  ON  YOUR  THEATRE  ADMISSIONS. 

a i 
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Navigating  officer  (on  bridge)  : 
All  hands  on  deck!  The  ship  is 
leaking. 

Sleepy  voice  from  fo'c'le:  Aw  put 
a  pan  under  it  and  come  to  bed. 


Bell:  My  father's  a  doctor,  so  I 
can  be  sick  for  nothing. 

Hup:  Well,  mine's  a  preacher,  so 
I  can  be  good  for  nothing. 


Young:  What  are  you  writing? 
Hawkins:  A  joke. 
Young:     Well,  give  her  my  re- 
gards. 


If  Cleopatra  fell  off  the  balcony, 
would  Julius  Caesar? 


Johnston:  Something's  preying 
on  my  mind. 

Kemp:  It'll  soon  die  of  starva- 
tion. 


In  Italy  the  holes  in  doughnuts 
are  used  to  stuff  macaroni. 


Correct  These  Sentences 

"No  thanks,  you  can't  treat  me 
to  another  e'clair,"  said  McLean. 


"He  charged  me  ninety-eight 
cents ;  I  gave  him  a  dollar  and  told 
him  to  keep  the  change,"  said  Kelly. 


"We  always  get  good  weather  for 
the  rugby  finals,"  said  Mr.  Dunk- 
ley,  with  a  smile. 


MiosunntR  night's    o«'n 


IlIflAn:-  rvi  had  '«.«nto«,ESYt, 

A«0   I    iimn'T  MAt>  f.  woew  Y»T* 


FO*T6W   YtAKS   Ar*B  HivH'T    HMt  t 


"Personally,  we  never  look  twice 
at  a  girl,"  chorused  Owens  and 
Glover  solemnly. 


"How  nice  it  is,"  chuckled  Mr. 
Green,  "that  the  hard-working  stu- 
dents can  always  relax  their  brains 
by  having  a  jolly  little  chalk  fight." 


Bint,  '29:  What  would  you  give 
me  for  these  jokes? 

Exasperated  editor:  Ten  yards 
start. 


Bus  driver:  I  say,  lend  me  your 
wrench  a  minute. 

Dvce,  '28 :  Not  much !  That's  how 
I  got  it! 


Stevenson,  '29 :  How  is  it  you  are 
always  out  when  I  call  ? 
Just  luck  I  guess. 


Mr.  Horning:  If  you  were  walk- 
ing along  a  dark  road  at  night,  how 
would  you  protect  yourself? 

Bill'Reid,  '29:  I'd  sing,  'Hail, 
Hail,  the  Gang's  All  Here." 


Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep, 
The  lecture's    dry,    the    subject's 

deep; 
If  he  should  stop  before  I  wake, 
Give  me  a  push,  for  heaven's  sake. 


A  golf  ball  sailing  through  the  air 
Whizzed  by  a  man  a-humming; 
He  heard  the  caddie  holler  "Fore!" 
And  thought  three  more  were  com- 
ing. 
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CHRISTMAS  SUGGESTIONS 

FROM 

Lennox  &  Co.'s  Three  Stores 

Nifty  Shirts,  of  broadcloth  and  repps,  guaranteed  colours,  in  gift 

boxes $1.95,  $2.50  and  $2.95 

Silk  Ties,  new  patterns  and  designs  55c,  75c,  $1.00  and  $1.50 

Fancy  Silk  Mufflers,  checks  and  Bandana  patterns,  $1.50,  $1.95, 

$2.50,  $3.50  and  $3.95 

Silk  and  Wool  Cashmere  Hose 55c,  75c  and  S1.00 

Gloves  $1.50  to  $5.00  a  pair 

Sweaters,  Belts,  Bathrobes,  House  Coats  and  everything  for  a 
man's  Christmas  gift,  in  great  variety.  Exclusive  but  not  ex- 
pensive. 

LENNOX  &  CO. 

THREE  STORES 

625  St.  Clair  Ave.  966  St.  Clair  Ave.  1036  Kingston  Rd. 


It  is  better  to  have  crammed  and 

passed 
Than  to  have  never  crammed  at  all. 


Nobody  can  be  more  of  a  nuis- 
ance than  a  slow  driver  who  hogs 
the  road,  unless  it  is  the  slow  think- 
er who  holds  up  the  line  in  the  cafe- 
teria. 


Parting  advice :  Put  a  little  water 
on  the  comb. 


Comedian:  Look  here,  I  object  to 
going  on  right  after  the  monkey 
act. 

Manager:  You're  right;  they 
mav  think  it's  an  encore. 


Baggs,  '28 :  Did  you  ever  read  the 
Pickwick  Papers? 

Todd,  '28  :  Naw !  What  do  I  care 
what  goes  on  in  these  hick  towns? 


Portia:  Here  is  your  pound  of 
flesh. 

Shylock  (humbly)  :  Have  you  a 
few  dog-bones  you  could  throw  in. 


„Ea 


McRae  Senior:  My  boy,  I  hear 
you've  been  smoking.  How  about 
it? 

McRae  Junior :  Er — ah.  Yes,  dad. 

McRae  Senior:  Well,  would  you 
mind  smoking  El  Fumos  and  giving 
me  the  coupons?  I'm  saving  for  a 
smoking  stand  and  I  need  help. 


Captain :  If  anything  moves,  you 
shoot. 

Pte.  Vickers  (colored)  :  Yas,  sah, 
an'  if  anything  shoots — ah  move! 


Tourist  (stopping  in  small  vill- 
age) :  Lived  here  all  your  life,  mis- 
ter? 

Hamiltonian:  Don't  know.  Have- 
n't died  yet. 


Mustard :  I  know  a  girl  who  plays 
the  piano  by  ear. 

Blanche :  That's  nothing.  I  know 
an  old  man  who  fiddles  with  his 
whiskers. 
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Miss  Quail:  Kaplan,  this  is  the 
third  time  I've  seen  you  look  on 
Fowler's  paper. 

Kaplan  (his  usual  bold  self)  : 
Yes,  Miss  Quail,  you've  no  idea  how 
poor  his  writing  us. 


Caplan:  Yes,  dad,  I'm  a  big  gun 
at  school. 

His  dad:  Well,  why  don't  I  hear 
better  reports? 


Owens  (passionately)  :  There  has 
been  something  trembling  on  my 
lips  for  weeks. 

Jean  Munro:  Yes,  so  I  see.  Why 
don't  you  shave  it  off? 


Hard-boiled  Gazly  (accompanied 
by  his  kid  brother)  :  "I  want  a 
tooth  out,  an'  I  don't  want  gas, 
'cause  I'm  in  a  hurry." 

Dentist:  "Brave  lad!  Which 
tooth  is  it?" 

Gazey :  "Show  the  man  your 
tooth,  Len!" 


Frank  Day :  I've  had  this  car  for 
years  and  never  had  a  wreck. 

Ted  Freer:  You  mean  you've  had 
this  wreck  for  years  and  never  had 
a  car. 


Mr.  Foreman:  Spell  "weather," 
Erskine. 

Alf  (himself)  :  W-e-i-t-h-i-o-u-r. 

Mr.  Foreman:  Well  that's  the 
worst  spell  of  weather  we've  had 
this  year. 


Mr.  Blathwayt :  The  first  soccer- 
football  game  was  started  in  Lon- 
don, in  the  13th  century. 

Voice  from  rear:  Who's  winning? 


Brodie:  I  spent  two  dollars  on  a 
canary  yesterday. 

Holmes:  Why,  last  night  I  spent 
ten  dollars  on  a  lark. 


Editor's  Wail 

"What    do    you    get    for    all    this 
work?" 
I  was  asked  the  other  day. 
"Oh,  nothing  at  all  but  thanks,"  I 
said, 
"Our  glory  is  our  pay." 
And  straightway  round  the  corner 
came 
Some  student  with  a  hum, 
And  advancing  toward  my  helpless 
self— 
"Say !  Gee,  these  jokes  are  bum !" 
— Managra. 


Freshman:  You  seem  rather  dis- 
tant this  evening. 

Freshette:  Well,  you  chair  isn't 
nailed  to  the  floor  is  it? 


Mr.  Brown:  What  is  the  differ- 
ence between  character  and  reputa- 
tion? 

Wingate:  Character  is  what  you 
are;  reputation  is  what  people  think 
you  are. 


A  few  years  ago  being  knock- 
kneed  was  a  misfortune — now  it's 
a  dance. 


Slow :  Is  it  true  that  a  boy's  arm 
is  the  same  length  as  the  distance 
around  a  girl's  waist? 

Slower:  Let's  get  a  string  and 
find  out. 


Mr.  Jackson:  What's  the  interest 
on  a  thousand  for  one  year  at  two 
per  cent.  ?    Lipchitz,  pay  attention  ! 

Lipchitz:  Oui,  for  two  per  cent. 
I'm  not  interested. 
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Clothes  That  Appeal 
To  Young  Men 


Overcoats 

Suits 

Hats 

Furnishings 

That    you    will    be 

proud  to  wear. 

Oakwood    Sweaters 

Hockey    Caps     and 

Stockings. 


\\ 


Open  Evenings  until  10  o'clock. 


|     E.  R.  CHARLES     | 

CLOTHIER  TO  MEN  AND  BOYS 
|    1218-1220  St.  Clair  Ave.  W.  Ken.  1377    j 

a Ji 
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Name  and  Address! 

Stew :  Is  she  your  best  girl  ? 
Stewed:  No  iust  necks  best. 


Automobile  designers  are  still 
making  the  same  mistake — they're 
putting  the  stop  lights  on  the  out- 
side. 


Blessings  on  thee,  Freshie  dear, 
Bobbed-haired  girl  with  knees  too 

near. 
With  thy  rolled  down  silken  hose, 
And  thy  very  scanty  clothes; 
With  thy  red  lips  reddened  more 
With  rouge  and  lipstick  from  the 

store ; 
With  all  my  heart  I  give  thee  joy, 
Glad  that  I  was  born  a  boy. 


Parkdale:  You'll  have  to  admit, 
old  man,  we  are  better  losers  at  our 
school. 

Oakwood:  Sure,  but  look  at  the 
practice  you've  had ! 


Fenlon:     That  fellow  you 
danced  with  is  in  my  class. 
Jean:  You  flatter  yourself! 


iust 


Helen  Dingle :  Just  think,  a  single 
Morman  would  have  as  many  as 
ten  wives. 

Isabel  Archibald:  Goodness!  How 
many  did  the  married  ones  have? 


Helen  Day:  Oh,  what  a  beautiful 
statue.    That's  alabaster,  isn't  it? 

Drena  Dixon:  No,  you  rummy, 
that's  Aphrodite. 


Quarterback:      I've  got     a  little 
play  up  my  sleeve. 

Half-back:  That's  nothing, 
got  a  big  run  up  my  stocking. 


I've 


Boddy :  Why  is  the  water  below 
a  falls  green  ? 

Edmonds:  Well,  spring  it. 

Boddy:  Because  its  just  come 
over. 


It's  terrible  how  people  in  this 
hectic  modern  age  refuse  to  pay 
homage  to  antiquity.  Why  they 
even  refuse  to  laugh  at  some  of  the 
jokes  in  the  collegiate  rag. 


Then  there's  the  girl  who  is  dif- 
ferent and  the  girl  who  is  indiffer- 
ent. In  the  former  case  she's  the 
only  girl,  in  the  latter,  she's  the 
lonely  girl. 


An  excellent  time  to  kill  two 
birds  with  one  stone  is  during  a 
saxophone  duet. 


Isabel:  I  had  my  eyes  examined 
yesterday. 

Ev,  '29 :  I  always  close  mine  when 
they  kiss  me. 


Pupil  (leaving  Mr.  Jackson's 
room  after  the  usual  detention  per- 
iod) :  Well,  good  morning,  Mr.  Jack- 
son! 


Nothing  is  sure     but  death     by 
taxis. 


Mr.  Dunkley  (talking  about  con- 
junctive "dum")  :  Don't  call  that 
"dumb,"  it  sounds  too  much  like  an 
autobiography. 


A   NOTICE   60RCD 
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D.  MORRISON 

CLOTHIER 

Cash  or  Credit 
1070  ST.  CLAIR  AVE.  W. 


The  Estelle  Shop 

GLOVES,  HOSIERY,    LINGERIE 

We  Sell  a  Better  Grade,  to  Build  a  Better  Trade 

1002  ST.  CLAIR  AVE.  W. 
TORONTO 


PARK  BROTHERS 

Photographers  | 

328%  YONGE  ST.  TORONTO    j 

Phone  MAin  1269  j 

a 

ST\ CLAIR press  | 

Printers  to  Particular  People 

767  ST.  CLAIR  AVE.  W. 

Hill.  8900  I 

a 
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RADIO  STATION  "IF" 
If  you're  on  the  wave  of  gloom, 
Everything's  gone  wrong, 
You  can't  catch  on, 
Then, — 
Change  your  wave-length ! 

It'  your  friends  have  "given  you  the 

air," 
When  you  need  them  most 
When  there  is  no  pal  of  which  to 

boast. 
Then- 
Change  your  wave-length ! 

If  you  think  of  "signing  off," 
Or  that  you  will  have  to  steal 
To     procure     another     appetizing 

meal, 
Then- 
Change  your  wave-length ! 

If  in  the  air  you  feel  success, 
You  see  a  glowing  light  ahead, 
And   now   you   can   hold    up   your 

head, 
Don't,— 
Change  your  wave-length ! 


L50  Kenwood  Ave. 
Phone   Hill.   ;">18(> 

Best 
Dollar  Cleaners 

$1 


Ladies'   Suits 

Ladies'  Dresses 

Except   Pleated  Dresses 

Gent's   Suits 

Gent's   Overcoats 

French  Cleaned  and  Pressed 

Called  for  and  delivered 

for   one   dollar. 

All   work  guaranteed. 

Phone    Hill.    5186 


H...„„ 


A1. 

7  ^ 


ALL.    HOT  AND    &OT«£«eO. 


THE  VERY  BEST 

Sporting  and  Athletic  Goods 

Complete  stock  of  Sports  Equipment  for  every  game  at  all  times. 
College  Sweaters,  Crests,  etc. 

Send   for  Catalogue. 

Percy  A.  McBride 


=     343-345  VONGE  ST. 

a 


TORONTO 
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PROCTER'S  HARDWARE 

A  Full  Line  of  Hardware 

Skates  Hockey  Sticks 

Sleighs  and  Toboggans 

Electric  Supplies 

1057  ST.  CLAIR  AVE.  WEST 
At  Glenholme 


THE  NEW  YONGE  STREET  SHOP 

Carrying  a  large  stock  of  selected  Novelties  for 
GIFTS  and  PRIZES 

The  ideal  spot  to  do  your  Christmas  shopping. 

TROPHY-GRAFT  LTD. 

252 '/j  Yonge  Street 

In  business  for  12  years  on  King  Street. 


Established   1912 

W.  F.  KIRK  &  GO. 

Hill.  5506                      Prompt  Delivery  20  Vaughn  Road 

Men's  Suits  and  Overcoats  Ladies'  Dresses 

French  Cleaned  and  Pressed  French  Cleaned 

$1.35  $1.65 

Special— Girls'  Pleated  Skirts  Cleaned  and  Pressed,  $1.25 


q.... 
H 


J.  T.  MATTHEWS 

10  DUPONT  ST. 
PHONE  KINGSDALE  40S1 

Picture  framing. 

Framed  pictures  always  in  stock. 

Bookshelves  of  any  description  to  order,  and  in  stock. 

First  Class  Work  Only. 
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R.  DUFF 

Fine  Shoe  Repairing 
102S  ST.  CLAIR  AVENUE 

When  in  boot  trouble,  be  sure  to  repair  to 
DUFF'S  SHOE  REPAIR 


SHOES 

That  are  sure  to  satisfy. 

YALE  SHOE  STORE 

147  OAKWOOD  AVE. 
(Just  Above  St.  Clair) 


BOAKE  SHOE  STORE 


c;:t!i  ST.  CLAIR  AVE.  w. 

( At  Wychwood) 
1 1  ill.  3956 


!>.V2  ST.  CLAIR   AVE.  W. 

(at   Oak  wood) 
Mill.  3819 


<im  ii<  1:1.1.1    iiosii:i:\ — si:itvi(  n    ami    chiffon 

For  Good 

CLEANING  —  DYEING  —  PRESSING 

Phone  1 1  III.  5590 

E.  B.  JOHNSON 

935  St.  Clair  at  Oakwood 


E 
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|   For  Good  Printing-  | 

I    Our  Plant  is  fully  equipped  to  handle  all  kinds  of  Print-  ! 

|    Lug.     We  specialize  in  magazine,  pamphlet  and  commer-  jj 

|    rial  stationery.  [ 

" If  it's  Printed  we  do  it." 

\    Ask  for  quotations  on  your  next  requirement.  [ 

Charters  Publishing  Co.  Ltd. 

HEAD  OFFICE:  BRAMPTON 

Branches:  2901  Dundas  St.  West  j 

I  New  Toronto  I 

|    Weston,  Ont.  Port  Credit,  Ont.  j 


Buy  Your  school  Stationery 
at  the  Library 


Copies  of  Examination 

Papers  in  all  Subjects 

always  on  hand 


Q 
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,w    ill'"-    Tfli      £4 


^-^J~1L'        Krst  William  the  Norman, then  William  his  son,       "\tttyl 


_  ~      Henry,  Stephen  and  Hcnf^y.  thf n  1t)ci-iard  and  omn. 

^.         R        ,,  T-  r-  Sl^™l!^J 

/T?        RENFfYTHE    ImRD,  LDWAFfDS  ONE  , TWO, AND  THREE,  f^ 

*^,,      And  AqAiN  after.  Richard, three  Henrys  we  see.    (^i^,"'" 

r^irrw7s]    Two  Edwards, Third  IyicHARD,iF  riqhtlyj  quess       lull?**! 
IWo  Henf^ys.suth  Cdward,  Queens  Mar'yandDess.       '•'    w£<r} 


!  ^fts&$  ,','        Then .  Iamie  the  Scothman.ano  Charles  whom  they  slew. 

Yet  received  afto?  Gjomwell. another  Lh^les  two.  tfl'ffify^'"** 

w ^  j&  _      W**;%t 

t,  ^^gvi^         Next  Jahes  THE  second,  ASCENDED  THE  Ihrone.  °^-  = 

"vlJ\{/        Then  William  andHarv  toqethep  came  on. 


Queen  /Wfouq  ljeorges.  Fourth  William  all  passed,       |£5 
O.ARD-B  Goo  sent  us  Victoria,  who  lonq  was  the  l  AST.  d  /_).' 


^fVv'lL^T       The/j  Edward the<Seventh  did  peace  with  him  brinq,        ' 

V^    'r  ~^))         NOW  REIGNS  THE  FlFTH  CjEORCrE.-LfOO  SAVE  THE  ftlNq 
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gatonia 

SUITS  FOR  BOYS 

Snappy  looking  models  you're  almost  sure  to  like 
— well  made  from  a  fine  all  wool  navy  blue  cheviot 
finished  serge.    Single  or  double  breasted. 


With  2  pair  of  bloomers  or 
breeches  or  one  of  each, — 


With    2    pairs    of    "long- 
ers" — 


$13. 


50 


$18. 


00 


BOYS'  CLOTHING 
SECOND  FLOOR— JAMES 


<*T.  EATON  C°uMTED 

TORONTO  CANADA 


.<•* 


Honestly;boys, 
yoii Ve  got  to  adm%  Jh 
you  carit  beat 

A 


"Heilsims 


JERSEY  MILK  CHOCOLATE 

The  Best  Milk  Chocolate  Made 

Evervbodv's  Favorite  Consistent  in  Quality  Truly  Canadian 


10/13/2008 
147618    1  45  00 


